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When we last left Panem Gale had gotten some advice from his 
mother. Effie and Haymitch were getting ready to break the 
tributes out of the arena. Peeta, Johanna and Beetee heard 
screaming coming from the part of the jungle that Katniss and 
Finnick were in. 


Dear Readers, the beach scene is finally here. Writing this 
chapter was hard for me. It brought out a lot of emotions and I do 
hope as readers you can feel what | was attempting to express. 
Thank you for sticking with me, reading and reviewing. For you 
Outtakes fans, it's up and it's the chapter in which Banana Nut 
was conceived. 


To my betas, this chapter is for you! Out of all of the chapters | 
always knew this one would mean the most to me so | dedicate 
this to both S and A for all of the hard work you two have done 
for me and continue to do. | am forever in your debt. 


Catching Fire: Rekindling 


"| Knew she'd figure it out," Prim said with a huge smile plastered 
across her face. "Katniss is so smart. There was no way she wouldn't 
figure out the Gamemakers' trick with the clock." 


Evelyn's smile matched Prim's but she was still concerned about the 
areas of the arena that Katniss and her allies had yet to explore. "With 
any luck, she and Peeta will be able to piece together what's 
happening in the other wedges of the jungle." She gave Prim's hand a 
reassuring squeeze. "What do you say we make some dinner?" 


"Is Mr. Mellark coming again tonight?" Prim asked. 


Evelyn gave her shoulder a noncommittal shrug. "Don't know, 
sweetie." 


"He's been here a lot since the Games started. Doesn't his family 
wonder where he's been?" Prim knew why the baker had been 
spending time with them instead of his wife, Peeta asked him to take 
care of them. 


"I'm sure they understand. He's worried about Peeta and Katniss' 
baby." Evelyn tried to think of something to tell her youngest daughter. 
"His grandchild is in the arena and he wants to make sure that it stays 
safe." 


"He can do that from his own house, mom." Prim was really hoping 
her mother would start treating her like a grown up and not some little 
kid. "Maybe it has something to do with his divorce." 


"Primrose Everdeen!" Evelyn's head snapped around. "How on earth 
do you know about that?" 


"| heard him talking to you about it." Prim glanced at the television 
screen and saw Katniss and Peeta talking with Johanna and Finnick 
about where to go next. "They're fighting again." 


"Who?" 


"Katniss and Johanna." Prim gave Johanna and evil glare that 
matched her sister's. "That Johanna Mason isn't very nice." 


"Don't change the subject, Primrose," Evelyn wanted to talk this out 
with her daughter. "Mr. Mellark and his wife have had problems, but 
it's their business, not ours." 


"| Know." Prim's eyes were glued to the television, but her ears were 
paying attention to her mother. "I just figured things are probably 
uncomfortable at home for him right now...all the time." Prim finally 
faced her mother. "Peeta's mom isn't the friendliest of sorts." 


"Young lady, you shouldn't be speaking that way about your elders," 
Evelyn scolded her regardless of whether or not it was true. 


"Mom, you have to admit, she's not very..." Prim tried to think of a nice 
word to use, but she was drawing a blank. "I know it's not very polite 
to say this, mom, but...she beat on Peeta. There were times when I'd 
meet up with him in the meadow and have to help him with 
cuts...oburns... She hurt him a lot." 


"Oh," Evelyn's heart broke when she heard this. 


"| don't even think Katniss knows about everything she did to him." 
Prim sat at a kitchen chair. "There was one time, before he and 
Katniss were going out, that Peeta didn't come to school in the 
morning. He showed up after lunch and when | asked him after school 
where he was, he said that he had an accident at the bakery." Prim 
looked down at her feet. "When | asked him what kind of accident he 
lifted his sleeve up and...Oh, mom," tears filled Prim's eyes as she 
met her mother's watchful gaze, "he had such a bad burn. It was 
blistered and...it looked like someone held something hot against his 
skin." 


Evelyn's breath caught in her throat, her hand covered her mouth so 
her cry of horror wouldn't escape. "Wh...what did you do, Prim?" 


"| came home and got some of that burn cream you made and 
wrapped the last sterile bandage we had around it. Told him how to 
take care of it and sent him home with more cream." Prim 
remembered her mother wondering where the last bandage went 
when someone had come to her home with a bad cut across the palm 
of their hand. "I'm sorry | didn't tell you about taking the stuff out of the 
apothecary, but | wasn't sure if | should tell you about me and 
Peeta...us being friends and all." Prim watched the television set and 
saw Katniss and Peeta talking to each other. "Mr. Mellark was right 
about one thing... his wife never deserved to have Peeta as a son. | 
know that's not the proper thing to say, but it's true. Peeta is a great 


person in spite of everything that's happened in his life and I'm glad 
the baker has finally decided to leave that woman. | just wish Peeta's 
brothers would leave her too. Don't you wonder if she hurts them the 
way she hurt Peeta?" 


Evelyn reached across the table and took Prim's hand in hers. 
"Sometimes, but they're adults and the choice to stay with her is 
theirs. | do agree with you though...she didn't...doesn't deserve to 
have Peeta for a son, but he's my son now...your brother and we'll 
give him all the love he missed out on in his life." 


"How will we do that? He's in the arena, mom." 


"Just because he's out of our reach doesn't mean he can't feel how 
much we care about him, Prim." Evelyn studied the girl who was just 
as tall if not taller than Katniss now, her childhood features were 
fading and in their place were those of a beautiful young woman. 
"Primrose, when did you grow up?" 


There was sadness in Prim's voice when she answered, "When Effie 
Trinket called out my name at the reaping." 


"Yes, | suppose so," Evelyn said with a heavy heart. 


Prim hated that her mother looked so forlorn, "Why don't | turn up the 
television and we can watch it from here while we start dinner? This 
way we can keep an eye on Katniss and Peeta," she suggested. 


"That's a lovely idea." Evelyn looked to the television screen. "Your 
sister isn't very fond of Johanna Mason either." She noticed Katniss 
glaring at the woman. 


"Not sure how long they're going to make it as allies," Prim turned up 
the volume and smiled when she heard Katniss talking to Peeta. 


"You and my damn freckles." Katniss was trying to look angry, but 
Prim could tell that Peeta was on the verge of making her smile. "I 
don't have that many you know." 


"Twelve on the bridge of your nose," Peeta grinned. 
"You've counted?" Katniss' eyes lit up. 


Peeta looked like a man in love as he answered her, "I've sketched 
them enough times; | could tell you exactly where they are without 
even looking...size and shape too." 


"All right, it's official." Peeta had succeeded in bringing on a tiny smile 
to Katniss' face. 


"What is?" He asked. 


"I'm not mad at you anymore for trying to keep me from killing 
Johanna Mason." Prim felt her heart flutter when she saw the way 
they looked at each other. 


"One day, | hope to find someone that loves me the way Peeta loves 
Katniss," Prim sighed like a lovesick girl. "He adores her...just like dad 
did you." 


Evelyn smiled at her daughter. "You will, Primrose...just not too soon," 
she gave her a motherly warning. "I'm not ready to have you grow up 
that fast." 


They worked side by side, peeling potatoes, carrots, dicing various 
vegetables and finally cutting up beef into cubes. Prim hoped the 
baker would surprise them with another treat from Peeta when he 
came over and Evelyn simply hoped that he would come over. Having 
him around almost made her feel like Peeta and Katniss had never 


left. Like they were still somewhat of a family. They watched in horror 
when the Careers attacked the Cornucopia and breathed a sigh of 
relief when Katniss jumped into the ocean to avoid the battle. 


"Never thought I'd see the day when that girl turned her back on a 
fight," Evelyn watched in utter shock as her daughter swam back to 
the safety of Peeta after two more brutal deaths in the arena. 


"She's turning into a mom." Prim grinned. "Putting the baby first." Prim 
turned to her mother. "I'm going to be the best aunt there ever was." 


"| hope so, sweetie," Evelyn wanted Prim's wish to come true. "That 
would be a wonderful thing...having a baby around the house." 


"Their house," Prim said as she watched Katniss and Peeta silently 
speaking to each other. "They're doing it again," she grinned. "I love it 
when they do that." 


"Looks like Johanna doesn't think too highly of it," Evelyn went into the 
kitchen to wash her hands and listened as Prim giggled. "What's so 
funny?" 


"Johanna wanted to know what they were saying and Peeta started 
telling Katniss how much he loved her. You should've seen the look on 
Johanna's face." Prim walked into the kitchen behind her mom. "She 
looked pretty frustrated. | don't think she likes Katniss too much." 


"That's Johanna Mason's loss." Evelyn began throwing everything 
together in a pot for dinner. 


With their supper started and the kitchen cleaned up, they watched 
the group make their way into the jungle. 


"Mom?" Prim squinted when she saw a shot of the area Katniss and 
Finnick were walking into. "What are those?" 


A feeling of trepidation hastily spread through Evelyn when she 
recognized what the Gamemakers' had in store for her daughter. 
"Jabberjays." 


"What are they going to do?" Prim began to worry. "Think they'll attack 
like the las..." 


"KATNISS!" They saw a bird open its beak, but heard Peeta's voice 
coming out of it. 


"PEETA! PEEEEETA!" Katniss was running through the arena towards 
the sound of the bird. 


"HELP ME!" The bird had mimicked Peeta's intonation flawlessly. 


"No," Prim said quietly. "Don't Katniss." She watched as the trees filled 
with winged black creatures and listened as not only Peeta's voice, 
but her own, her mother's, Gale and his family and a voice that she 
didn't recognize, but Katniss did, taunted her in the jungle. Katniss 
shot arrow after arrow at the birds, but every time one was killed 
another quickly took its place. Finnick was clenching his hands over 
his ears and crying. 


"What are they doing to them?" Prim buried her head into her mother's 
shoulder. 


"Livening up the Games," Evelyn said with disgust. 


She and Finnick had found a tree and were just about to insert the 
spile when she heard the sound of Peeta's terrified scream call out to 
her. "KATNISS!" 


"PEETA!" Water instantly forgotten, Katniss ran towards the sound of 
his voice, certain that he had been captured by a Career and was 
being slaughtered. "PEEEETA!" His voice was getting louder, it was 
coming from somewhere in the jungle, up on a hill perhaps. She 
whipped her head around in every direction, trying her best to find 
him, her arrows at the ready. "PEETA WHERE ARE YOU?" 


"NOOOOOOO..." his screams reverberated through her ears. Sounds 
of Peeta being...bludgeoned to death? Sliced apart? 


"Where are you?" Her whole body was trembling with fear as she 
looked upwards. "Dear God," the sight of a jabberjay caused the hairs 
on the back of her neck to rise. The birds were supposed to be 
extinct,so Katniss had never actually seen a live jabberjay before, but 
she knew why the Capitol had created them during the rebellion and 
what their ultimate purpose was. 'Now,' she realized, 'the Capitol is 
using them against me...a face of the new rebellion.’ Fury flushed 
through her as she took aim on the wretched bird and killed it, twisting 
its neck when it fell to the ground for good measure. 


"Katniss?" Finnick was panting when he caught up to her. "What's 
going on? Where's Peeta?" 


"It wasn't him. Jabberjays," Katniss' tone oozed with repulsion as she 
kicked the black bird across the jungle ground. "They're using our 
symbo..." 


"Aaaaaaaaaah!" The blood curdling scream robbed Katniss of air 
before racing in towards another direction of the jungle. "Prim? Prim!" 
The moment she found the bird she shot it with trembling fingers. 


"Jabberjays repeat what they've..." her throat had gone dry as a 
desert. "They have him...her..." 


"FINNICK! FINNICK HELP ME!" 


"Annie!" Finnick shot around and started running for another area of 
the jungle with Katniss hot on his trail. "Where is she?" 


Katniss shot at the bird and Annie's cries died instantly. "We have to 
go back. Maybe this Is just a trick." Her mind was telling her that was 
the case, but her heart was certain that Prim and Peeta had been 
captured by the Capitol and were being tortured. "Come on," Katniss 
headed towards the path that took them into the area of the jungle and 
ignored the howls of pain from Peeta and Prim, two more birds had 
followed her. The only way she could keep herself from losing all of 
her sanity was by trying to convince herself that it wasn't real. 'But 
jabberjays repeat what they hear,’ her mind was screaming to her, 
‘they don't talk on their own." "Ignore it, Finnick," Katniss told him when 
the sound of Annie returned, her voice trembling the entire time. 
"There," Katniss pointed to the curvy path that had taken them to the 
tree. "They're right behind that..." her words stopped mid-sentence 
when there was no sight of Peeta, Johanna or Beetee. "No," she 
shook her head. "No." She whipped around and shot at the bird with 
Peeta's voice only to have it followed up with another. "STOP!" 


"We have to find them, Katniss," Finnick ran towards their old 
campsite. "They were just here." His face smacked into something 
causing his nose to start pouring out blood. 


"What is this?" Katniss' hands began feeling the wall of the jungle, 
because that was all she could think of it as, a wall. A clear wall that 
allowed her to view the spot where Peeta had been, but was 
prohibiting her from looking for signs of his abduction. She pounded 
on the clear partition screaming out Peeta's name, Peeta! Where are 


you? Peeta!," but it was useless. He was gone. "Finnick?" She walked 
slowly backwards. "Do you think they have..." Sounds of Johanna 
Mason and Beetee in pain shook Katniss to her core. "They have 
them. They're torturing them." 


Finnick was shaken beyond belief. "Annie. They have Annie." He 
dropped to the ground and hooked his hands over his head, blocking 
his ears with his arms. 


Katniss shot arrow after arrow at each creature, trying to shut them 

up, telling herself it wasn't real. The capitol was playing a trick on her, 
but the sound of Cinna being beaten to death was real. It was his last 
moments of life that the jabberjays were repeating for her benefit. Now 
she had sound to go with the image of the Peacekeepers pummeling 
on him. "Cinna," she reached for an arrow, but found none there. 
"Peeta," Katniss cradled her stomach and sat on the ground, rocking 
back and forth. "Don't listen," she didn't know why she was speaking 
to her child, but she felt the need to protect it from hearing its father's 
cries of pain. "Don't listen," she repeated over and over again. 


Peeta stood on the opposite side of the translucent barrier, his hands 
pressed up against it, his face merely inches away from Katniss’. "I'm 
here, Katniss. Right here." He couldn't hear anything from her portion 
of the arena other than the initial sound of his voice calling out to her. 
"They don't have me. Shhh..." He wanted to hold her, break through 
whatever it was that was keeping him from her, and comfort her. 


"They can't see us," Beetee said it with a shake of his head. 


"But we can see them?" There was a sick feeling in the pit of 
Johanna's stomach as she watched Finnick suffering through the clear 
wall. 


"Oh, yes," Beetee answered. "It was developed that way. That's what 
was used prior to force fields. It's an antiquated form of technology, 
but it seems to be getting the job done in this circumstance. 
Unfortunately there is no way to penetrate it. That was quite a 
breakthrough in its time," there was a hint of pride in Beetee's voice 
when he spoke of it. 


Johanna looked at Peeta, who was sitting next to Katniss and 
watching her suffer. "Yeah...a real breakthrough." Katniss had taken 
up a fetal position on the other side of the partition and had her hands 
over her ears. Johanna could only imagine what they were listening to 
in there. She walked to Peeta and put a hand on his shoulder, "You 
can't help her until the hour is up. Finish the map." 


"L... can't," there was a catch in his voice. "Not while she's suffering in 
there. Look at her." He began speaking to Katniss, "Prim is fine...no, 
Katniss they're not hurting her." 


"You can understand her from here?" 


Peeta nodded his head. "They're listening to the sounds of their loved 
ones being tortured." 


"Guess we know why they can't see us," Johanna said with disgust, 
"they knew you'd be able to talk to her through that soundproof piece 
of shit." She let out a huff of air. "Those bastards." 


"You think that's why, Johanna?" Peeta looked up to her. 


"Hell yeah. If she could see you, you'd be able to talk her through 
it...this way...you're both suffering. You might as well be in there with 
her." 


"| wish | were. It should've been me. | am the jabberjay after all." 
Peeta pounded his fist against the barrier and stood up. "Where's the 
map?" 


Johanna was surprised he was willing to finish it. "Over here." 


"Get it for me," Peeta asked then looked upwards, knowing they were 
all on camera. "You won't break me with this. You can try, but it won't 
work." He was determined to keep his wits about him for Katniss' 
sake. She'd need him when this was over and if he let her suffering 
get to him, he'd be as much of a wreck as she was. 


Johanna gave him a sly grin and said, "Good for you, cinnamon buns." 


Peeta scratched out the remaining sections of the arena and stabbed 
his knife into the tip of the leaf, holding it into the ground, patiently 
waiting for the hour to pass. His hand stayed on the partition until it 
was gone and the jabberjays disappeared. He walked the few feet to 
Katniss and lifted her in his arms, carrying her to safety. "Shhh..." he 
kissed her head. "I'm here. You're safe now." 


"Peeta!" Her arms flew around his neck. "You were...| thought you..." 
her sobs quaked her whole body as he sat next to a tree and began to 
rock her back and forth. "They were torturing you." 


"No, Katniss. I'm right here. I've been here the whole time watching 
you." He stroked her back, her arms, everywhere his hands could 
reach. "We couldn't get through that barrier." 


"Prim...they have Prim," she blubbered into his neck. 


"They don't have Prim, Katniss. Those birds were meant to make you 
think that. They were mutts," he kissed her forehead. "You're going to 


be fine. Prim's fine. She's at home right now and she's probably 
watching this telling you she's fine." 


"But you didn't hear them. The screams." Katniss squeezed her arms 
around his neck. "I thought you were being tortured to death. That I'd 
never see you again." 


"That's what they wanted you to think." He could feel her heart racing 
against his chest and wanted nothing more than to find their president 
and kill the man for what he was making Katniss go through. "Look, if 
I'm here then it stands to reason that Prim's was a fake too. They can't 
hurt Prim." 


"But it..." 


"Who did you call your jabberjay?" Peeta lifted her face out of his neck 
and cradled her cheeks, reminding her of the few times in which she 
compared him to the Capitol's creation. "Katniss, who's your 
jabberjay?" 


"You," she sniffed. 


"Would | ever hurt Prim?" He held her startled eyes with his calm 
ones. 


"No. Never, but these weren't like you they were..." 


"It was the representation of me." There was no denying that now and 
Peeta knew it was more than just a personal message from Snow; it 
was a warning to them about the rebellion. Katniss had been the 
mockingjay and now Peeta knew for certain that he was the rebellion's 
jabberjay. "It was my symbol and | would never hurt the people | love. 
They didn't hurt me and they didn't hurt your family." 


Katniss tucked her head under his chin, "If you only heard it, Peeta." 


"We heard the initial sound of my voice and then there was nothing. 
They blocked us out and let us watch you two go through hell in 
there." He stroked Katniss hair away from her face. "Katniss think 
about this for a minute. We're almost down to the final eight and what 
happens when we get to the final eight?" 


Her voice cracked as she said, "Seven more of us die." 


"No, Katniss. What do they do when there are only eight tributes left in 
the Games...think about it," Peeta encouraged her. 


"Ummm...they interview your friends and family?" She wasn't sure if 
that was the right answer, but she knew Peeta was trying to help her 
and that was all she could think of. 


"That's right. This whole country is in love with Prim so you know 
they're going to interview her first then your mom...Gale...all of your 
cousins. So how can they hurt them when they have to interview 
them?" Peeta's logic was breaking through to her. 


"You think?" Katniss turned to Finnick who was glued to Peeta's 
soothing voice. "Finnick, what do you think?" 


"| suppose it could be true," he answered. 


"Beetee," Peeta said very calmly, "isn't it possible for them to alter 
voices so Katniss and Finnick thought they heard the real thing?" 


"Absolutely. It's a simple procedure really. Our school children learn 
how to do it," Beetee played around with his wire while answering. 


"See?" Peeta stroked Katniss head. "So don't worry. They were 
playing a trick on you...like the mockingjays and Rue's song. They 
were mutts Katniss." 


It made sense to her, but she couldn't get the sound of his screams 
out of her head. The sounds of Prim begging for help and Cinna's 
desperate sounds as he was being bludgeoned to death. "Cinna...' 
she started to cry into his shoulder. 


"Cinna is..." 


Katniss lifted her hand to Peeta's mouth. She looked at him and 
mouthed, "He's dead. | watched them beat him to death." 


Peeta questioned her with his eyes. "Are you sure?" 


She nodded and buried her face in his chest. "That was real, Peeta 
and if that was real...Prim..." 


It took a moment for Peeta to absorb the news about Cinna being 
killed in front of Katniss and he instantly worried about Portia, Effie 
and Haymitch. "Did you hear anyone else from our team back at the 
Capitol?" he asked cautiously. 


"No, but Peeta...what if they have my family?" 


"Katniss look at me," Peeta guided her tear filled eyes to his. "It was a 
trick. A horrible one, but it was just a trick like the mutts last year. 
Remember how we thought they took the eyes out of our friends and 
family?" 


Katniss nodded remembering how horrible it was to kill the mutt 
version of Gale. "Do you really believe that, Peeta? That it was a 
trick?" 


"| really do," he kissed her lightly on the lips. 


"Finnick?" Katniss turned to him and saw how engrossed he was in 
Peeta's explanation of the events that had just occurred. "Do you 
believe it?" 


"It could be true. | don't know." Finnick replied in a shaky voice. 


"Listen to me, they can't hurt Prim. They need her to do the 
interviews." Peeta could feel Katniss slowly calming down. 


"They'd never hurt Prim," Johanna began to bellow. "The whole 
country is in love with Katniss' little sister. If they really killed her like 
this they'd probably have an uprising on heir hands." Johanna lifted 
her face to the sky and yelled out, "Wouldn't want that. The whole 
country in rebellion! God forbid anything like that happened!" 


Katniss sat there in shock at Johanna's blatant display of insurrection 
in the middle of the Games, which did two things, gave Katniss a lot 
more respect for the woman and confirmed her suspicions that 
Johanna Mason was, in fact, a rebel. 


Johanna grabbed several empty shells, "I'm going to get water." 


"No!" Katniss wasn't the biggest fan of the woman, but she couldn't 
fathom the idea that anyone go through what she and Finnick just had. 
"Don't go in there." 


Johanna looked down at Katniss, expressionless and said, "They can't 
hurt me. There's nobody left that | love." 


Katniss curled into Peeta's arms, still in an emotional upheaval. She 
didn't know what the cause of her sobs were, the thought of losing her 
loved ones...of losing Peeta or simply the fact that she was pregnant 


and couldn't control any of her emotions as of late. "Peeta," she 
whispered into his ear as she gripped him for dear life. "| want to go 
home. Take me home." 


"You will, Katniss. You'll go home, | promise," Peeta was slightly 
encouraged by her desire to want to win the Games until she followed 
up with her next statement which confirmed what he thought for the 
past two days. Katniss was hoping to keep both of them alive and 
have a repeat of the prior year in which they both won the Games. 


"We can go back to Twelve and raise our baby. We won't start any 
trouble. We'll just live in our little village with my mom and Prim and 
Haymitch and | swear I'll be good. | won't do anything to stir up 
trouble. We can live a quiet life away from everyone and everything." 
She looked upwards to the trees, hoping that the cameras would pick 
up her plea...hoping that President Snow would accept her bargain. 
"Let us go home. You and me Peeta. We can just go back to our 
house and you can..." the tears were streaming down her face, "...you 
can paint the nursery...paint a giant oak tree above the crib and we'll 
raise the baby just like you said we would." She pulled back and 
looked into his grief stricken face. "Remember, Peeta? Remember 
what you said?" He had told her if they ever had a child they'd raise it 
like a Career and teach it everything it needed to know in case it was 
thrown into the arena. 


"| remember, Katniss, but..." How could he do this to her now? How 
could he put her through even more hell than she had already gone 
through? "...Katniss," he sighed out her name. 


"Don't you want to do that with me?" She started kissing his face, 
holding onto the sides of his head and trailing wet, tear-filled kisses 
everywhere. "You want to do that, don't you? Go home with me and 
the baby? Be a family?" 


"Of course | do," his heart was breaking into a million little pieces. 
"There's nothing | want more than to go home and be a family." 


"Then we'll do it," Katniss said as though just her words would make it 
happen. She tucked her head under his chin and let him hold her. 


Peeta fought the emotions that were overwhelming him. The loss he 
knew he'd have to face, worse the loss she would have to face. He 
glanced at Finnick who was still in a state of shock mumbling about 
getting water. "Who did they use against Finnick," Peeta asked her. 


"Someone named Annie." 


Peeta nodded his head. "Annie Cresta. She was the girl Mags 
volunteered for. She won about five years ago." 


Katniss shook her head, not knowing who the woman was. "My dad 
died..." 


"| know," Peeta rubbed her back so she wouldn't think about that time 
period. "There was an earthquake in the arena and it broke a damn. 
Annie won because she was the strongest swimmer." Peeta lowered 
down his voice when he told Katniss, "She went mad after seeing her 
tribute partner beheaded." 


Going mad was exactly how Katniss felt...like she was on the brink of 
it. "Did she get better...afterwards?" 


"Don't know. | never saw her at the Games again...till this year. She 
showed up as Mags mentor, but I'm not sure how she was doing. | 
only saw her once and she was glued to Finnick’s side." 


Katniss held Peeta's cheek to make him look at her. "That's who he 
loves," she mouthed to him. 


"Guess so," Peeta's heart went out to Finnick. He couldn't imagine 
what the guy was going through thinking that she was in the hands of 
the Capitol right now. 


"Here," Johanna handed Katniss a shell full of water. "I got your 
arrows for you." Katniss just nodded her head in thanks. 


A cannon fired in the distance and they all moved downwards towards 
the beach. The hovercraft appeared and the claw made several trips 
up and down into the flying machine, picking up pieces of whichever 
tribute was killed. Peeta scratched into the leaf, 'beast,' for the six to 
seven o'clock hour. They had now filled in more than half of the clock 
on Peeta's map. They made their way to the body of water, washed up 
and put more ointment on their skin. Katniss immediately felt that 
queasy felling in the pit of her stomach and sniffed at her little stick, 
reminding herself once again to take some of the medication Haymitch 
had gotten to her. Finnick fished and Beetee played with his wire, a 
thin strip of gold no thicker than a few strands of hair with a tiny 
magnet on each end of it. 


"Want me to clean those for you?" Katniss walked up to Finnick, still 
somewhat out of it from listening to Annie's petrified cries, as he 
placed the fish he caught on the beach. 


"Yeah." Still unable to keep his hands idle he weaved yet another bowl 
making sure to stay busy and not dwell on what might be happening to 
Annie back at the Capitol. 


"Hey," Peeta sat next to Katniss who had no problem with cleaning the 
fish until she sliced it open. 


"| can't do this," her stomach was flopping around. She tossed the fish 
onto the wet sand and began storming off. 


"Katniss," Peeta called to her. "Come back here." 
"| can't." Her back was turned to Peeta. 
"I'll finish the fish, just come over here. Sit by me." 


"You don't get it," She turned on him. "I can't stand looking at it. 
Gutting it makes me want to wretch." 


"Then face away from it and sit with me," Peeta insisted. "Come on." 


Katniss sat with her back against his as he cleaned Finnick's catch 
and was grateful for the lack of smell she was experiencing. "What's 
wrong with me?" She was furious with herself. "This is ridiculous. | 
can't clean a fish, | can't skin an animal...| can't even handle the smell 
of this medication without losing whatever's in my stomach. I'm picking 
up scents only a dog would. I'm tired all the time, and | do mean, all 
the time. | can't stop drinking which is probably why | can't stop 
peeing. I've cried more times in the past seventy-two hours than | 
have in my entire life and | want to kill my allies just because I'm 
cranky." She rested her head against Peeta's shoulder. All Katniss had 
ever wanted in her life was safety...security...things the Capitol had 
robbed the people of their nation of. A short time ago all she could 
think about was starting an uprising, but things were different now that 
she and Peeta were in the arena again. It was blatantly obvious by the 
use of both the mockingjay and the jabberjay that she and Peeta were 
the symbols of the rebellion. They were the ones the people of their 
country were looking to for courage, yet she seemed to be lacking it in 
spades as of late. She couldn't help but to feel as though she was 
letting everyone, including herself, down. "Some victor | am," she 
sighed. 


"You done feeling sorry for yourself?" Peeta asked in a somber tone. 


"I am not feeling sorry for myself. I'm pissed at myself! This is not who 
| am." Katniss couldn't take it anymore. Her hot and cold temper was 
even getting to her. "Why is this happening to me?" 


Peeta exhaled noisily as he finished the last of the fish and placed 
them in the bowl Finnick weaved. "You're not going to like the answer." 


"So you think you know what it is?" Katniss saw the pile of fish guts 
sitting on the beach and instantly ran to the edge of a tree. 


Peeta walked to the water and threw away the remaining parts of the 
fish, washed his hands and followed Katniss. He pulled her braid away 
from her face and rubbed the center of her back as she lost all of the 
water she had drunk earlier. "You'll be all right, Katniss. Get it all out 
and you'll feel better." 


She wanted to push him away, but his soothing voice and his light 
touch was too comforting. When there was nothing left inside of her 
system for her to expel, the dry heaves started and scratched the hell 
out of her already burning throat. 


"Okay," Peeta said tenderly. "It's almost over now and then you can 
sip some water and eat those crackers." But the crackers had been 
crushed after all Katniss had gone through that day. When she was 
through Peeta carried her to the ocean and let her rinse her mouth 
out. Helped her to clean herself up again, undid her braid and made 
her lay back in the water to wet it. "I'll braid it for you after you relax 
some, okay?" 


Katniss' energy was completely sapped. There was no fight left in her. 
"Thanks." She let the warm water wash away the filth she felt instantly 
covered in, ran her fingers through her loose hair in the sea and stood 
up. "You have no idea how badly | need a toothbrush right now." 


Peeta laughed a little and started to braid her hair down the side of her 
head. "Hey, Haymitch! Katniss needs a toothbrush and some 
crackers." He had only been kidding, but the parachute landed in the 
water right next to them. "No way," Peeta quickly picked it up and 
handed it to Katniss. "What is it?" He finished plaiting her hair. 


Katniss looked upwards and said, "Thank you." Inside was a 
toothbrush a tube of paste and another package of crackers. "I'm not 
sure who our sponsors are, but | am so grateful for them right now." 


"Come on." Peeta took her hand. "Let's get you some fresh water so 
you can brush your teeth." 


"What was in the chute?" Johanna asked glaring accusingly at them. 


"Haymitch sent Katniss a toothbrush and some crackers since she 
keeps having morning sickness...at any given time of the day," Peeta 
answered. 


"Well, at least we won't have to smell her breath," Johanna couldn't 
care less about the gifts Katniss got, but she was a little surprised that 
it seemed Katniss actually was pregnant and not just faking it for the 
pity of the audience. 


The strange shade of twilight, a purplish colored sky with a now silver 
sun, filled the arena as they sat down to their meal and the anthem 
began with the faces of the dead immediately after. Cashmere, 
Wiress, Mags, the woman from Five, Priscilla, Blight and both tributes 
from District Ten. 


"Eight dead," Finnick said softly. "Plus eight last night." 


"They're really burning through us. Are they trying to set a new record 
or something?" Even Johanna was having a hard time seeing how 
many had died in the span of two days. 


"Who's left besides us and District Two?" Finnick asked. 
"Chaff," Peeta said sadly without hesitation. 


The parachute came down in the center of their group with a pile of 
bite-sized square shaped rolls. "These are from your district, right 
Beetee?" Peeta asked. 


"Yes," he answered. "How many are there?" 


Finnick immediately took possession of the bread, turning each one 
over and counting them out. "Twenty-four," his stare went from 
Johanna to Beetee and back to Johanna again. 


"An even two dozen," Beetee nodded. 


"Twenty-four on the nose," Finnick confirmed. "How should we divide 
them up?" 


Johanna said offhandedly, "Let's each take three and whoever's still 
alive in the morning can decide how to divide the rest." 


Katniss let out a tiny laugh at Johanna's brusque retort, which the 
woman seemed to appreciate. Then offered her crackers to those 
around her. "Would anyone like some of these?" No one did. "There's 
enough to share...one each and then one leftover." 


Peeta rubbed her shoulder and said, "Katniss, no one wants to eat 
your soda crackers. If you can't stomach the fish, at least you'll be 
able to have those. Now eat them." 


It was hard for her to argue, but she ate them and waited several long 
minutes before trying to eat any of the dinner the rest of them had 
been enjoying. "I think l'Il try a piece of fish now, if that's okay?" 


"Of course it is," Finnick gave Katniss a look like she was crazy for 
even asking. "Here." He handed her a bowl he had woven filled with 
fish. "That's yours." 


"There's too much here," Katniss looked around at the portions 
everyone else was eating and hers was at least double the amount. "I 
can't eat all of this." Before winning the Games her livelihood was 
based on fair trades and having twice as much food as her allies was 
far from fair. 


"Can't or won't?" Peeta asked. "Because | know you can. Now just eat 
your dinner." 


Earlier when Finnick had been diving for shellfish and it was just three 
in their alliance, Katniss had no feelings of guilt over how much she 
ate, but now that Johanna and Beetee were there...mostly Johanna, 
she felt as though everything she put into her mouth for consumption 
was being monitored. "I'll just eat a little bit and if anyone else 
wants..." 


"Oh for Christ sake!" Johanna had enough of her shit. "None of us 
want your damn food so eat it. If we get hungry Finnick can get more, 
now shut up and eat." 


"Fine," Katniss barked at her and devoured what was in the bowl 
including the three rolls from Beetee's district, rationalizing it by telling 
herself that she was eating for two. 


"Still hungry, Katniss?" Finnick asked her. "I can dive for some 
shellfish if you want." 


"No, I'm okay." Surprisingly she was still hungry, but she didn't want to 
tell anyone that. 


"Would you mind, Finnick?" Peeta asked. "It's kind of dark out 
though...will that be a problem?" 


"Nah, I've been doing this my whole life." he stood up. "Anyone else 
want more?" None of them did. 


"Peeta | said | was okay. You didn't have to make him go back in the 
water," there was that whole guilt thing again. 


"Finnick seems to be enjoying feeding you, plus it keeps his mind off 
of...other things," Peeta rubbed her shoulder. "Besides, | Know you're 
still hungry. You're eyeing up the empty bowl like you want to lick it 
clean." 


Katniss gave him a small grin. "Probably could eat a little something 
else." 


"Good," Peeta kissed her cheek. "Like Finnick said earlier, we've got 
to fatten that baby up," he gave her tummy a little rub. 


Finnick pulled out several different types of fish and cleaned them 
close to the ocean so as not to disgust Katniss again, then brought 
them up to her. "Better eat these quick. | think the ten o'clock wave 
should be hitting soon." 


It didn't take long for her to polish it off while the rest of them gathered 
their things allowing the residual effects of the wave to clean up the 
mess they had left on the beach. They made their camp at the ten 
o'clock hour, Katniss and Peeta volunteering for the first watch 
because they had more rest than the others, but mostly because they 
wanted some time alone. Johanna, who hadn't gotten more than thirty 


minutes of sleep since the start of the Games finally fell asleep. 
Beetee secured his coil to his belt and slept with his hand over it and 
Finnick finally dozed off, but his sleep was restless. He tossed and 
turned murmuring Annie's name over and over again. 


Katniss and Peeta sat in the moonlight, the sound of the now dark 
ocean's waves rippling through the air. The temperature was still hot, 
but the air didn't feel as thick as it had earlier in the day. With their 
backs to each other and one hand on a weapon, the other entwined 
together, they sat and kept guard over their allies. 


She seemed much calmer now and with the way the Capitol was 
going through tributes, Peeta wasn't sure if he would make it till 
morning. There was so much to say to Katniss, but he had to ease 
into it for fear of causing her another bought of tears. "Ready for the 
answer now?" 


"What answer?" Katniss asked. Her thoughts had been dwelling on 
the jabberjays and the wicked sounds that they had made. 


"You asked me what was wrong with you...why these things were 
happening to you," Peeta said. 


"And you said | wasn't going to like the answer." There was concern 
written all over Katniss' face. 


Gale's heart was aching as he watched Katniss and Peeta sitting side 
by side on the beach in the arena while sitting in his living room. 


"You asked me what was wrong with you...why these things were 
happening to you," Peeta said to Katniss. 


"And you said | wasn't going to like the answer." Anguish was written 
all over Katniss' face as Peeta began speaking to her. 


Gale listened as Peeta poured his heart out to her, reasoning with her 
about the things that were going on in her body, the changes she was 
experiencing and saw the pain spread across his face as he 
convinced Katniss it was time to let him go. The anger he had felt 
towards the man he had called his friend only days before, dissipated 
and was now focused on the real source of Gale's frustrations...the 
Capitol and President Snow himself. Gale's stomach tightened into 
knots when he saw the photos Peeta had shown Katniss and when 
Peeta referred to him as his friend Gale felt a startling shock of grief 
rip through him. He listened as Peeta publicly gave his wife and child 
a future without him in it and Gale vowed that he would do all he could 
to take care of Katniss and Peeta's child, not only because he loved 
Katniss, but because Peeta needed him to keep his word. If it were up 
to Gale, he'd end the Games right then and there and let the family, 
because he now realized that that's what they were, the Mellark family, 
live their lives away from the horrors of the Capitol...away from a life 
in which their child would most certainly have to face the arena and 
murder other children in order to survive. Fury filled his heart, fury at 
the government that ruled their nation and took away a man's right to 
be a father and a woman's ability to be happy about the birth of a 
child. As he watched Katniss and Peeta express their love for one 
another, a piece of his heart broke into little bits. There was still 
jealousy lingering deep within him, but there was nothing more Gale 
could do about it at this point in time. His job would start when Katniss 
came home and even then he wasn't sure if he could ever do what 
Peeta needed him to do. In fact, he knew beyond a shadow of a doubt 
now, that he could never be the kind of husband and father that Peeta 


would have...was currently being for Katniss and their child. He 
watched as their love for each other took over and the Games faded 
away and for the briefest moment in time, he wished it were him in the 
arena with Katniss, if only to feel what it was like to be loved by her 
the way she adored Peeta. When Peeta put her to bed for the night, 
Gale stepped outside of his house and into the night air. All of the rage 
that had been building up inside of him was threatening to boil over. 
He wanted to fight...fight for everyone's right to be free. He hated the 
Capitol now more than ever and he vowed that he would find a way to 
make President Snow pay for what he was doing...what he had done 
to everyone in their nation. 


Haymitch and Effie sat quietly side by side until it was time to send in 
the sponsor gift of District Three bread. Prior to that Katniss had 
needed a few things, which Effie had secretly sent into her from 
Haymitch's computer, only Effie had made some adjustments to it and 
instead of the gift registering with the Capitol as a sponsor gift from 
District Twelve it appeared to come from District Four. No one would 
question sponsor gifts sent to Katniss from her ally's districts. It was 
the only way she could think of to follow the president's orders and still 
complete the rebel's mission. 


"Where's my computer?" Haymitch began throwing things around the 
room, looking under sofa cushions, on tables... "What the hell 
happened to it?" he screamed out. 


"Look in your room," Effie suggested. "Perhaps it's still in there. I'll 
search the other rooms for you." She had taken the device so 
Haymitch could no longer send in sponsor gifts. She was unable to 
speak to him, to tell him what had occurred earlier in the day and why 


he could no longer send in sponsor gifts from District Twelve. Effie 
knew what needed to be done and took it upon herself to do so. She 
walked into her quarters, lifted up the mattress and pushed several 
buttons sending in the proper amount of rolls to the tributes. This time 
the gift appeared to come from District Three. 


"Effie!" Haymitch burst into her room before she could hide the device. 
"Wh..." 


She lifted her finger over her mouth to silence him and shook her head 
frantically from side to side. 


Haymitch could see panic filling her eyes and knew something was 
up. From the television screen he saw the bread float down into the 
center of their tributes and knew it had come from Effie. He 
questioned her with his eyes and sat next to her on the bed to look at 
the computer screen. He instantly saw something strange about the 
screen she was using. It was no longer locked into District Twelve, but 
showed every district and allowed her to send anything from any 
district yet still use the funds that had been supplied to Twelve. 
"How?" Haymitch mouthed to her. 


Effie simply shook her head from side to side and held the computer 
to her chest. 


He took this as a sign that she couldn't speak about it. A terrible 
feeling traveled to the pit of his stomach as he recalled the meeting 
Effie had that morning and how long she was gone. "What do you say 
you and | go out for a drink?" He whispered to her. 


"| can't leave." She lifted her fingers, pointed to his watch and lifted up 
two fingers. 


He pressed his lips as close to her ear as possible. "Two o'clock?" 


She nodded then said, "Have you found your little computer yet?" 


"No," he said as he watched her shove it back under her mattress. "I 
was going to send them in a loaf of bread to go with their dinner, but it 
looks like Beetee's district did that. I'll find it later." 


"Very well," Effie took his hand and squeezed it. "We shall find it later. 
Why don't we let the others get some rest and then | plan on going 
home and sleeping. | am desperate for a good night's rest." 


"Yeah...sure," he answered. "We'll get Annie settled down with Portia 
in here...keep the girl company so she doesn't wander around." 


"Excellent idea." 


After the images of the deceased were shown Skip, Annie and Portia 
headed to bed while Haymitch and Effie sat side by side on the sofa. 
There was so much he wanted to ask her and even more she needed 
to tell him, but it wasn't safe and they both longed for a day in which 
they could simply speak their minds and not have to worry about the 
consequences. 


The suite was dark with the exception of the light coming off of the 
television screen filled with an image of Katniss and Peeta. All the 
Capitol staff had been let go for the evening and Effie and Haymitch 
sat and watched together in silence. 


Effie stared at the boy she had loved as much as if she had given birth 
to him herself and listened to him with a heavy heart. "You asked me 
what was wrong with you...why these things were happening to you," 
Peeta said to Katniss. 


Katniss appeared to be dreading what Peeta was about to say. "And 
you said | wasn't going to like the answer." 


Haymitch could barely handle what Peeta was saying to Katniss. It 
was obvious to him that Peeta hadn't understood the message that 
Cinna and Portia had stitched into his clothing. The kid was a 
phenomenal actor, but he'd never put Katniss through the kind of pain 
he was currently putting her through unless he believed it to be 
necessary. Haymitch's glance flashed towards Effie who was holding 
her fingers over her mouth and trying to keep herself from showing too 
much emotion. 


Watching Peeta speak about the life he thought he'd never have was 
gut wrenching for Effie, and there was still a chance that he wouldn't 
survive until the escape. That the words Peeta spoke weren't in vain. 
She kept telling herself, her kids would be safe in just over twenty-four 
hours, but no one could predict the arena. With each word Peeta 
spoke to Katniss, Effie felt her tears streaming down her cheeks, but it 
wasn't until he referred to her in a way that no one from the Capitol 
would recognize, that she had to turn away from the screen. 


Haymitch automatically reached out for Effie's head and pulled her 
into his shoulder. His arm went around her and he squeezed the 
woman Peeta loved like a mother, the woman that adored the kids 
inside of the arena so much she had turned her back to everything 
she was raised to believe about her government and risked her life for 
their safety. He swallowed over and over again as he heard Peeta 
trying to free Katniss from the burden of his possible death. All 
Haymitch wanted to do was reach through the screen and pull his kids 
out of there, take them someplace safe and wash away everything the 
Capitol...the rebellion had done to their lives. 


Effie turned her face towards the screen and kept her head against 
Haymitch's shoulder. Her heart overfilled with tenderness and 
admiration as she watched Peeta and Katniss Mellark expressing their 
love for one another. It was one of the most natural...beautiful sights 


she had ever been privy to see and hoped they'd share millions of 
moments like that throughout their life. She lifted her head from 
Haymitch's shoulder and smiled into his eyes. 


As Haymitch watched Peeta and Katniss, the way they shut the world 
out and let only each other in, he envied them. "They could teach a lot 
of adults | know what love really means." Effie nodded in agreement 
and felt Haymitch's fingers brush against her own. He reached out and 
wiped away the tears that had streaked her face. "Trinkie," he said 
softly so no surveillance could pick up their conversation, "thanks." 


"Whatever for?" She could only assume he was grateful for her help 
with the rebellion. 


Effie Trinket had been the one constant in his life for over a decade. 
No matter what he did, what he said to her or how often he tormented 
her with his drunken spells, she never faltered. Regardless of how 
often she griped about being promoted to a different district, he knew 
she'd never leave him. Effie was the only person in the world that 
actually gave two damns about Haymitch's well being and in all the 
years that she took care of him, he had never once shown his 
gratitude. Haymitch cleared his throat and whispered, "Thanks 
for...everything...for helping me and..." He ran his hand down his 
face, a nervous habit he had picked up as a child and said, 
"Sheesh...just...thanks, okay?" 


Effie still wasn't quite sure what she was being thanked for, but it 
would be rude not to reciprocate. "You're quite welcome." She faced 
the television screen then started a bit when she felt him move his lips 
close to her ear. 


"For caring about me...being my friend," he whispered as a huge 
explosion of thunder crashed through the speakers breaking his 
momentary bout of sentiment. 


"You asked me what was wrong with you...why these things were 
happening to you,” Peeta turned slightly to face Katniss and marveled 
at the way her skin glowed bathed in the moonlight. 


"And you said | wasn't going to like the answer," Katniss was sorry she 
had even brought up the subject earlier and when Peeta began to 
speak, she knew the moment she had been dreading since the 
reading of the card had finally come. 


Peeta took a breath and told her, "You have a little life growing inside 
of you and it takes a lot of work for your body to get that job done, so 
yeah...you're going to be tired. Drink a lot. Eat a lot. Your hormones 
are completely out of whack and with that comes the tears and the 
temper." Peeta ran his thumb across her knuckles. "You might not like 
all the changes that are happening to you, but that's what it takes to 
create life." 


"| can understand the hunger and the hormones, but..." Katniss let out 
a huge breath, "...| don't feel like myself anymore. | feel..." she hated 
to say it, "...weak. Like I'm not the same person | was last year." 


"You're not." Peeta lifted her hand to his lips and kissed it. "Neither am 
|. People change Katniss and right now you're going through some 
changes that won't stop until you pop that little one out." He grinned at 
her. "Don't think of it as you being weak. Think of it as you 
being...blessed. How many women could face the arena in this 
condition?" 


Katniss shrugged. "I don't know." 


"None, but you can...you are. That's how strong you are, Katniss. 
You're so strong, so tough, you can survive this arena and create a 
baby at the same time." He turned them so they were now facing each 
other. "That's pretty damn impressive if you ask me." 


Katniss looked down at their joined hands and said, "A year ago, | 
would've never run away from that fight at the Cornucopia today. 
Honestly, | almost didn't and then something inside of me just said run. 
Get out of there." She paused for a second. "Peeta, the worst part is | 
don't regret jumping into that ocean...staying there and helping the 
rest of you... | know | should've, but all | kept thinking was, save 
yourself." She lifted her eyes to his. "I'm selfish." 


"No," Peeta cupped her cheek in his hand. "You're..." he let out a 
wondrous sigh, "...a mother. You said it yourself, you've changed and 
whether you like it or not, you're prioritizing things now. Our baby is 
your first priority." 


"But you...Peeta | have to save you too," she covered the hand he 
held against her face with her own. 


It was time to make her face reality; Peeta knew this in the depth of 
his heart. It was time for Katniss to accept his death and the future she 
could have back in Twelve. "Katniss, it's no use pretending we don't 
know what the other is trying to do out here. Don't know about you, 
but | made a deal with Haymitch to save your life right after the 
reading of the card," Peeta saw the guilty expression cross her face. 
"Yeah, | figured you did the same, which means he lied to one of us." 
Peeta lifted Katniss' chin so she could face him. "Now that he knows 
about the baby, whose promise do you think he's going to keep?" 
Katniss' eyes registered fear. "Twenty-four of us go in and one...one 
comes out Katniss. Not two." 


"Why are you saying this to me?" Katniss could feel herself becoming 
slightly unhinged like she had when she listened to the sounds of him 
being tortured while trapped with the jabberjays. "You don't know that 
for certain. Last year there was only supposed to be one winner 
and..." 


"And being a victor was supposed to mean you stay out of the reaping 
for life," Peeta's voice never faltered from that trancelike tone. "I love 
you, Katniss. So much...so much I'm willing to die for you and not 
think twice about it." 


She felt the same way. "I would die for you, Peeta. | would. You 
deserve to live...to raise our child..." But he couldn't raise their baby 
because if she died so did their child. "It's not fair. All we did was love 
each other and now..." her eyes were filled with tears, "...now all of 
these people have to die just because..." Because they refused to 
play by the Capitol's rules last year, but Katniss knew better than to 
finish the statement. 


Peeta thought about it for a second then said to her, "It's not fair for 
me to ask you to let me die, because | know what you're feeling. ..how 
painful life will be, but you and me...our circumstances are so different 
now, Katniss. You..." he leaned closer to her and fought the tears, 
"...you are my whole world. Without you, I'm nothing. If you died and | 
lived...l'd never be happy again." 


"You could be..." Peeta placed a soft kiss against her lips to silence 
her. 


"No, | could never be happy without you. You're the reason | wake up, 
why I've woken up since the age of five. It was you Katniss. ..always 
you that got me through the tough times. Even when you didn't know 
my name...deep inside of me...the love that | felt for you, that's what 
made the pain of my childhood fade away. You have been giving me a 


reason to live my whole life and without you in it...there is no reason 
for me to exist." Peeta cupped her cheeks in his hand, rested his 
forehead against hers and said, "But your life...it's different now, 
Katniss. It doesn't just belong to you anymore." It was time to say 
goodbye, whether he liked it or not, for no one knew how quickly a life 
could be taken in the Hunger Games. "Katniss, can | talk to the baby?" 


Katniss furrowed her brow in curiosity. "How do you presume to do 
that?" 


"Lean back," Peeta said hoarsely. Katniss rested back on her elbows 
as Peeta tilted his head down and spoke softly to her stomach. "Hey. 
You don't know me, but I'm your dad." Katniss swallowed the lump 
that began to form in her throat. "There are some things | wanted to 
tell you. Things | want you to know." Peeta ran a hand through his hair 
and tried to keep his voice steady. "I'm not really sure how this whole 
parenting stuff works, but | thought I'd give it a shot and if | mess 
up...well, just try to forgive your daddy. This is my first time being a 
father." He trailed his fingers below her navel and caressed the spot 
where he thought their child was. "First thing we need to talk 
about...your mother. She's so strong...so brave. Your mom can do 
anything, but make sure you don't take your mom too seriously. She 
acts like she's tough, but she's got a huge heart and if your grandpa 
teaches you how to bake, you'll make her the happiest mother alive." 
Peeta whispered to the baby like he was telling it a secret, "She loves 
chocolate." Katniss grinned when she saw Peeta's eyebrows rise and 
said, "And cheese buns. Your mommy could live off of those things. 
So if you ever want to butter her up...just bake for her." Katniss ran 
her fingers through Peeta's hair as he continued. "There are some 
things...important things that your mom will teach you. Make sure she 
shows you how to shoot a bow and arrow and how to swim. Your mom 
is the smartest woman you'll ever meet in your whole life, so listen to 
the things she teaches you and remember them forever. Your 


grandma and auntie Prim can teach you about herbs and healing. 
They're going to love you so much and your auntie Prim, she was your 
daddy's best friend for the longest time and | know she'll always be 
there for you if you ever need to talk. She can share all kinds of 
secrets about me..." Peeta whispered again, "She might even know 
some things your mom doesn't. Your other grandma," Katniss knew 
Peeta was speaking about Effie, "she'll teach you about manners and 
how to behave properly so you don't act like a spoiled brat, which I'm 
sure you will be... guarantee your grandpa Haymitch is going to spoil 
you rotten." Peeta felt his throat tighten when he said, "Your 
grandma...she taught me about the love of a mother and how 
powerful it can be. You'll never meet another woman like her in your 
whole life." The tears Katniss had been trying to keep from falling 
could no longer be held back. "Learn all you can when you're in 
school. Knowledge is an important thing. Don't be afraid to laugh at 
yourself. People make mistakes all the time and if you learn how to 
laugh at your own mistakes, life is a lot easier, but learn from them too 
otherwise you'll never grow wiser." Katniss' silent tears streamed down 
her face as the man she loved more than life itself gave her and their 
baby permission to have a future. "Gale..." Peeta's voice cracked, 
"Gale...he's one of dad's friends...and he'll be there for you when I'm 
not. He'll teach you about snares and how to walk quietly...I'm horrible 
at that." Katniss smiled through her tears. "He's going to help to take 
care of you and your mommy and | know he's going to love you like..." 
Peeta gulped, "...like you're his very own." He licked a tear off of his 
upper lip and continued. "There will be times when you're wondering 
about things...have questions that only a dad can answer, but just 
because l'm not there with you doesn't mean you won't have a father. 
You'll have a great dad...your mom. She can do anything including 
love you enough for both of us." Peeta wiped his runny nose with the 
back of his sleeve and gave his child the best advice he could, "Most 
of all, don't be afraid to fall in love. It's how you got to be here, 


because | loved your mommy so much | just had to marry her and 
together we made you. You were created out of the best kind of love 
there is...eternal love...the kind that lasts forever and one day 
mommy will tell you all about it." Peeta took the locket off his neck and 
pressed it against Katniss' pin to open it up. Katniss' breath caught in 
her throat when she saw the images inside of it. Peeta slipped the 
photos out of it and spread the tiny pictures across the palm of his 
hand. "This locket is yours now and it holds the story of love so true it 
never dies." He picked up the pictures of Haymitch's grandparents and 
tucked them into the locket. "This is where it started. With your 
grandpa's grandparents and then it was passed down to them," Peeta 
picked up the next pictures, the ones he had secretly asked Effie for 
when they were on the tribute train in his notes about the victors. "This 
is your grandpa Haymitch when he was young and this was the girl he 
loved, Maysilee. And then..." Peeta put in the final pictures. Him and 
Katniss wearing their wedding clothes that Cinna and Portia had 
designed for them. "This is the greatest love story there ever was in 
my opinion and when you're old enough, your mommy is going to tell 
you all about these people," Peeta looked up at Katniss and held her 
teary gaze with his. "She's going to tell you all about me and her and 
how our love was so powerful...it changed the world." He placed a 
kiss on her stomach and brushed his fingers across it. "Remember, 
daddy loves you...always." Peeta sat up and placed the locket around 
Katniss' neck. "It's up to you now, Katniss...to make sure these stories 
of love never end." 


Katniss sat up and held the dangling locket in her hand. She had 
listened to Peeta tell their child about everyone that would be there for 
it during the course of its life and how he wouldn't even be missed, but 
she knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that their family would never be 
the same without him in it. "Peeta," she whispered to him. "You have 
to at least try and come home with me. You have to." 


He shook his head, "You don't understand, Katniss. No one really 
needs me, but you...everyone needs you." 


"No, Peeta," Katniss moved closer to him. "Your family needs you." 


"Katniss, my family has gotten along without me for the past year. 
They don't need..." 


She shook her head and said, "No!" Katniss pulled Peeta's hand back 
to her stomach and said tenderly, "Your family needs you. We need 
you." 


Peeta had never experienced heartache like he had in the very 
moment. "But Katniss..." 


She stopped his words with her lips. "We need you," her breathy 
words spoken against his lips. "We need you, Peeta." Her mouth 
captured his before he could protest. 


Peeta tried to argue with her. There were so many others that could 
teach their child about life...he hardly knew a thing compared to the 
other people his baby would be surrounded by. "No Katni..." 


She threaded her fingers through his hair and dipped the tip of her 
tongue into his mouth, gently stroking his. The flavor of their salty 
tears filled her taste buds, and then the warmth that he always brought 
to their kisses flooded her whole body. Her extremities began to tingle 
as her chest tightened and heat shot through her from the top of her 
head to the tips of her toes. 


There was no fighting it. How could he? Peeta tried to reason with 
Katniss, but the moment he felt the warmth of her lips against his own, 
the tip of her tongue lightly brush up against his, the whole world 
faded away. He lifted his hand to the back of her head and ran his 


palm over her hair, slowly trailing it down her braid and wrapping it 
through his fingers like he had done so many times before. Their lips 
were brushing back and forth across each other's, their eyes locked in 
a loving embrace. Hers were shimmering and smoky, his yearning and 
bright. Peeta could feel the beat of his heart slowly accelerating as 
Katniss tilted her head to the side and released a hot breath against 
his skin. "Katniss," he whispered her name like an endearment and 
pulled her closer to him. 


Katniss slowly crawled into his lap, straddling his legs with her own 
and running her hands up his arms...his neck until capturing his face 
in her hands. "Peeta," her lips captured his for a deep and slow kiss. 
"Say it," she breathed into his mouth as she pressed her chest against 
his. "Say it for me." 


Her throaty whisper caused him to quiver. There was only one thing 
she wanted to hear...what she always wanted to hear when they 
loved each other this way. "I love you, Katniss Mellark." He slowly 
trailed his lips across her cheek, her body was growing tense in his 
arms and he whispered it again into her ear and listened as she let out 
a tiny sigh. 


"| need you, Peeta," she whispered into his ear, but she was no longer 
talking about the conversation they were having only moments ago. 
She squeezed her legs around his waist and ran her hands down his 
muscular back letting her head tilt to the side, knowing that he'd kiss 
her in the crook of her neck. Her lips trailed up the side of his face and 
across his forehead. She pulled away from him and stared into his 
eyes. "| need you." 


They were no longer in the arena, but in the privacy of their bedroom 
in Victor's Village. The sand that was clinging to their skin now felt like 
their soft silky sheets. The sound of the ocean had turned into the 


crickets, owls and blowing leaves that filtered through their window 
each night and the glow of the moonlight only accentuated their 
temporary escape from the Games. 


Peeta pulled Katniss against him by the hips as she meshed their 
mouths together in a passionate kiss. Little sounds escaped from their 
throats, words of love were spoken as their hands explored their 
bodies. His fingers reached for the band that held her braid in then 
released her hair until it soread around her shoulders and fell down 
her back. She ran her hands under his shirt, running them around his 
waist, up his chest and over his shoulders, raising it partially up his 
torso, exposing his muscular abdomen. His fingertips trailed under the 
strap of her undershirt, pulling it down and exposing her shoulder to 
his lips where he trailed the tip of his tongue and pressed soft kisses 
into it. Then their mouths met again only this time their kiss was 
gradual, a delicate flow of their emotions. It was so soft, so slow it 
shook them both to their core. He didn't think he could ever love her 
anymore than he already did, but in that moment, his love for her 
multiplied a thousand percent. She had no clue how she had lived her 
whole life telling herself this was something she never wanted. It was 
all she wanted, this man that made her feel complete, had captured 
her heart...her soul, was who she lived for. Moist, puffy lips pressed 
together, warm, wet tongues tasted familiar flavors, caressed the 
supple interiors of each other's mouths. Their bodies gradually melted 
together, their souls a connection of two hearts becoming one... and a 
bolt of lightning split the sky, ripping them from the sanctuary of their 
adoring fantasy and throwing them back into life's harsh reality. Their 
eyes whipped towards the lightning tree then to Finnick who had been 
roused by the crackling sound and streak of light. 


"| can't sleep anymore. One of you should get some rest." Finnick took 
in the scene before him, Katniss straddling Peeta's lap, their tousled 
hair, disheveled clothing and the sound of uncontrollable pants. "Or 


both of you can go to bed," he looked sheepishly away from the duo. 
"| can keep watch by myself." 


"No," As much as Peeta wanted to curl up with Katniss, he didn't trust 
himself after what had just happened between them, plus the Careers 
were out there and he was sure they'd be hunting. "It's too dangerous. 
I'll stand guard with you. Just give me a minute." Peeta stood up and 
held his hand out to Katniss, walking her to the little shelter where 
Johanna and Beetee were sleeping. "Lie down," he waited until 
Katniss had taken up her position on the grass mat that Finnick had 
placed on the ground. He knelt over her and placed a long kiss 
against her belly. "Daddy loves you banana nut." He stretched out and 
leaned over Katniss, placing his lips against hers, "Daddy loves 
mommy too. With all his heart and soul." A tender kiss placed upon 
her lips, Peeta held the locket in his hand and tucked it into Katniss 
undershirt. "It's up to you to make sure the journey of these love 
stories never end." He stroked her stomach between them and kissed 
her once more. "I love you, Katniss...always." 


She cradled his cheek in the palm of her hand and delved deep into 
his eyes, "Always, Peeta." Katniss waited until he walked away to let 
the pain of reality shred her apart. As she closed her eyes, she 
cradled Peeta's child in her arms and tried to imagine a world in which 
she and Peeta could raise their baby together. A world where there 
was no danger of their child being reaped and didn't have to grow up 
learning how to fight for the right to survive. She could see it...a little 
girl with long brown hair that curled at the end like her father's, running 
up to Peeta and being swept up into his arms like she used to do with 
her own dad, but her tears blurred the image and all Katniss could 
imagine was a life of loneliness and longing for the only person she 
had ever allowed into her heart. 
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Previously Effie was summoned by someone and took 
Haymitch's tiny computer, but he caught her with it and agreed to 
meet her at 2am. Viggo placed the order for a doctor to join the 
team D12 team to help Katniss out in the arena. Peeta said 
goodbye to Katniss only to have a bolt of lightning break up their 
little interlude, followed by Finnick. 


In this chapter everything seems to be coming to a head. A new 
character is...sort of introduced. The next chapter you will find 
out much more about this person and how important this person 


was to the rebellion. Things are being set up for Mockingjay and | 
have decided on a title. | have gone through a ton of title options 
suggested by readers, my betas...myself and | want to thank 
THGpanem for suggesting Mockingjay: Broken Wings. | LOVE IT! 
So now y'all know the name of the next story. Sorry for not 
updating very quickly, but | was very sick. | do have the next 
chapter written, but | must tweak and then send it off to the 
betas. Only two more chapters to post before this story comes to 
an end. Sigh. 


Thank you dear readers for your kind words, for reading and for 
your patience. Thank you S and A for...EVERYTHING! Again, 
thank you THGpanem for the name of the next story, Mockingjay: 
Broken Wings. What say we find out who's up to what in... 


Catching Fire: Rekindling 


"Didn't mean to interrupt you two," Finnick said as he stared out 
across the moonlit ocean. 


Peeta took a seat with his back to him and said somewhat sheepishly, 
"It was probably for the best that you did or things might have gotten a 
little carried away." 


"Looks like they had already gotten carried away," Finnick said quietly. 


"Suppose they did," there was a hint of sadness in Peeta's voice 
knowing he'd never get to experience moments like that with Katniss 
again. "That ever happen to you before?" 


"What? Getting caught up in the moment?" 


A thoughtful expression crossed Peeta's face. "No. It's more than that. 
| mean...we've experienced things like that too...heat of the moment 


type of thing, but tonight was more like... | don't know," he sighed. 
"Ever been so in love with someone that the whole world faded away 
and the only thing that existed was you and her?" 


Finnick knew exactly what Peeta was talking about. There were 
countless times that he and Annie had felt that way while walking 
along the beach in District Four. "Oh, yeah. There could be a 
thousand people surrounding you, but you don't even notice them 
because you're lost in the woman you love." 


"Exactly," Peeta looked up at the moon. "I've loved her my whole life 
and just when | thought things couldn't get any worse for us she 
kisses me and all my troubles seem to melt away." Peeta swirled the 
tip of his knife in the sand. "There are a lot of people that don't 
understand Katniss...her temper or the way she acts sometimes, but | 
do. For some reason she let me into her world...into her heart and | 
swear Finnick, there isn't a happier man alive than me just thinking 
about how much of herself she trusted me with." 


"Oh, | don't know about that," Finnick gave him a little grin. "The 
moment my true love told me she loved me too...it was like all the 
pain | ever suffered happened for a reason." Thoughts of Annie 
tucking her hair behind her ear and smiling at him made his heart 
ache. "I just hope she's all right." 


"She is," Peeta placed a comforting hand on his back. "I know she is. 
As a matter of fact, | bet the Capitol is interviewing all of our family, 
friends, mentors...everyone right now." 


Peeta sounded very convincing to Finnick. "Think so?" 


"Absolutely. This is the Quarter Quell, Finnick. You know they're 
making a huge spectacle out of the interviews. Right now there are 
cameramen interviewing every single person we know. Everyone 


that's a member of our team. Hell, they're probably interviewing 
Haymitch even though he's probably drunk as a skunk and can't form 
one coherent sentence." 


Finnick let out a little chuckle. "Yeah, he slurs a lot when he's drunk." 


"They'll be interviewing both mentors from District Four. Annie and 
Skip. Especially since we're all allies. Plus, if | know our escort Effie, 
she's taking good care of your mentors. Effie Trinket is the best escort 
in the entire Capitol." Peeta said proudly. "The woman has been able 
to control Haymitch for over a decade, so taking care of Annie and 
Skip is probably a vacation for her." 


"| bet they're enjoying that," Finnick let his mind wander to Annie and 
Effie sitting and talking. Finnick had heard some really great things 
about Effie's involvement with the rebellion and if anyone could take 
care of Annie, it would be her. "That's a nice thought. Annie doesn't 
really get out of Four very often." 


"Well, she'll be spoiled rotten by the time Effie's done with her. After 
having Katniss as a tribute two years running, I'm sure Effie will be 
thrilled to have a more traditional girl to talk with," Peeta grinned. 
"Katniss used to drive Effie insane." 


"Oh yeah?" Finnick asked. "What did she do?" 


"Let me put it this way, I'm surprised Haymitch is the only drunk on our 
team." Peeta smiled. 


"Yet you love her," Finnick gave him a little nudge. 


"I'm mad about her. For all of those reasons and more. | love her fire, 
her passion, the way she won't put up with anyone's crap, how shy 
she is and how soft her heart is. She doesn't smile very often at 


people, but she does smile with me and when she does. ..it's like my 
heart starts to smile back at her. The best thing about her though is 
the way she loves me. She accepts me unconditionally. We're so 
different her and | but there's something...something inside of us 
that..." 


"Compliments each other," Finnick finished for him, thinking about 
himself and Annie and how different they were too. He was so open 
and friendly. She was so shy and barely talked to a soul. "It's funny, 
but Katniss sounds a lot like someone else | know." 


"Don't say Johanna, because Katniss would have a cow," Peeta gave 
Finnick a cautious look. 


"Actually, Johanna and Katniss do have a bit of the same 
qualities...their tempers are a bit..." Finnick wasn't quite sure how to 
say it without sounding rude. 


"They're both spitfires," Peeta remembered Effie's word for Katniss. 


"Yeah," he let out a bit of a laugh. "They are, but that's where their 
similarities start and end." Finnick gazed out over the ocean and said, 
"No, | was thinking of a different girl. Someone...very special to me." 
His eyes became glassy as he spoke about Annie. "Never thought a 
guy like me would fall in love, you know. Yet this girl..." he turned to 
Peeta, "...there was something about her that touched me...made me 
feel alive again." He looked back towards the water. "She makes me 
feel worthy of living and that was a feeling that had been sorely 
lacking in my world for quite some time." 


"It's amazing what a woman's love can do for you, isn't it?" Peeta's 
eyes swept the jungle to make sure they were alone and not being 
hunted down by the Careers. 


"It's more than amazing. Miraculous is what I'd call it." Finnick 
wondered if Annie was watching the Games or if President Snow was 
torturing her. "Please be okay," he spoke softly with the hopes that 
Annie could hear him. 


Peeta knew who it was that Finnick was worried about. He was sure 
that anyone watching the Games could've figured it out by now. 
Finnick Odair was head over heels in love with Annie Cresta. "She's 
fine, Finnick. She's watching you right now. In fact, if you close your 
eyes for a second, | bet you'll be able to feel her love wash over you." 
Peeta glanced over his shoulder and watched as Finnick took his 
advice. 


He wasn't sure if Peeta was right or wrong, but he sounded so 
convincing that Finnick had to try. He shut his eyes and thought of 
Annie. He pictured her sweet face, her eyes glowing at him in the dark 
as she swam in the ocean of District Four. Suddenly a memory 
popped into his head and he opened his eyes. "I remember the first 
time | kissed her. It was only the second time we actually spoke to 
each other in private, but when we did...| felt like | could trust her...like 
| knew her my whole life." 


The camera crews didn't stay long in District Four after Annie was 
crowned victor. Just long enough for the celebration banquets to end 
and to film Annie and her mother's initial reaction to their new home, 
then everyone from the Capitol was gone. Finnick had overheard the 
crew talking amongst themselves, complaining about how difficult it 
was to get usable footage of Annie because she cried so much. He 
had only seen her publicly and when he did they didn't actually speak 
to one another, he was too busy being the face for the cameras, but 
he watched her. Studied her every move and longed for the moment 
when he could talk to her again. The night the camera crews left, 


Finnick did his usual thing, tried to sleep and when it continuously 
eluded him he walked along the beach. 


The water was so tempting, peaceful, but there was danger swimming 
alone, especially at night when no one could hear your cries if an 
undertow pulled you down. Though Finnick was a strong swimmer, the 
ocean was even stronger. There was a faint sound coming from the 
distance, splashing and... "Is someone...giggling?" Finnick said 
quietly. The sight of startling green eyes glowing at him from a few 
yards away had him catching his breath. "Annie?" He said softly and 
waded into the water till he was waist deep. "Annie!" He called out to 
her and saw her shocked expression at his presence. 


"Finnick." She started to swim towards him, but stopped about five 
feet away. "What are you doing out here?" 


"I was about to ask you the same thing." He still couldn't believe she 
was right in front of him. "You really need to stop swimming by 
yourself at night. What if you got caught in an undertow or 
something?" 


Annie started swimming towards shore, her voice clearly said she 
didn't appreciate being scolded. "I've been swimming after dark for as 
long as | can remember. If the ocean wants me...oh, well." She was 
almost to the sand when she faced him. "Better to drown out here 
than have your head sliced off." 


By the end of her sentence Finnick could hear the unmistakable 
tremor of pain in her voice. "I didn't mean anything by... Hey!" He 
called out to her when she hit the sand and started running. The 
weight of the water felt like his legs were being held back as he ran 
through the sea in her direction. "Annie!" he called out to her. "Wait!" 
Once his feet hit land he caught up to her in no time. "Whoa," he 
reached around her waist and hoisted her off of her feet in order to 


stop her from leaving. "Where are you..." Finnick's sentence dropped 
off when he felt her whole body quaking and heard her crying. He 
stood her in front of him, keeping a light hold on her upper arms and 
faced her. "It'll be okay. It might not seem like it now, but it will get 
better with time." 


Annie buried her face in her hands and let her tears flow. "No it won't. 
You weren't there. You didn't see it...smell it." 


"No, | wasn't in your arena, but | had my own to deal with." Finnick 
swallowed the disgust the memories of his Games brought to his 
stomach. "You didn't kill one person in the Games, but I did." He 
looked away. "I murdered more children than | care to remember." 


"And did it get better for you?" Annie asked accusingly. "The 
memories?" 


All he could do was stare up at the sky and answer her honestly. "No." 


"Then dont tell me that it'll get better, because we both know it won't." 
Annie rubbed her eyes with the back of her hands. "The worst part 
was the stench of blood. One minute there was nothing but the clean 
scent of water that had broken the dam and the next all | could smell 
was the overpowering scent of blood.” Annie's tears were silent now. 
"Even the sight of seeing his head..." she couldn't seem to say ‘sliced 
off.'"...that doesn't bother me as much as the stench. It's everywhere. 
When my mother cooks | can smell it in the kitchen coming from the 
meat. The fishermen with cuts in their hands from their labors... | can't 
seem to run away from it." 


"For me," Finnick dropped his hands and sat on the wet sand. "It's the 
sound of my trident entering their bodies." He looked up at her. "And 
when | pulled it out...it was like a wet, sucking sound." Annie took up 


residence next to him. "You'd be amazed at how many things make 
that same noise in a district like ours." 


"Mags says that there's always something that will trigger your 
memory of the arena and that sounds, smells and taste are usually the 
worst," Annie said softly. 


Finnick had heard his mentor tell him that many times over the years. 
“Mags is a smart woman." 


Annie started drawing circles in the sand. "She says she practically 
raised you after your family died." She hesitated before asking, "How 
did they die?” 


"Boating accident." There was anger registering in Finnick's eyes 
when he answered. 


"Did they go fishing?" Annie wondered why they would need to 
considering Finnick was a Victor. 


"That's what | was told." He stood up and gave her a fleeting look. 
"Want to head back to the village? I'd like to get out of these wet 
clothes and get something to drink." What he really wanted was to 
avoid the topic of conversation. 


"Sure." They walked side by side in silence until they entered Victor's 
Village. "Guess | should go home." 


"If you want." Finnick was now regretting suggesting they come back 
to their little neighborhood. "Or...you could come back to my place? 
We could sit and talk like we did on the train." 


Annie twisted her face as though she were thinking about it then said, 
"Can | meet you there? | want to change." 


"Yeah," excitement bubbled out of his answer. "See you in a few, 
okay?" She nodded. Finnick watched to make sure she got into her 
house okay then jogged home. 


'Tea,' he thought to himself. ‘Annie likes tea.' He put a pot on to boil 
and got out some little cakes he picked up at their local bakery. 
"Honey," he turned towards his pantry and grinned remembering how 
she enjoyed the sweet syrup. ‘What else?’ He wondered. ‘Don't want 
to look like you're trying too hard. She's just a girl. You've been with a 
ton of girls.' The thought of other women made him cringe. 'What are 
you doing, Finnick? Trying to woo this innocent woman when you can't 
even be faithful to her.' He was just about to reconsider his actions 
when he heard her voice. 


"I knocked, but you didn't answer." Annie stood at the kitchen doorway 
wearing a long flowing cotton sundress. "Wasn't sure if you changed 
your mind or not." 


Finnick shook his head slowly from side to side, mesmerized by how 
beautiful she looked in the light green garment. "You look lovely." 


Annie glanced down at herself then back up again. "My mother threw 
away all of our old clothes. She told me | deserved to wear pretty 
things my whole life," she shrugged, "so now all I have are the outfits 
my mother picked out with my stylist's help and the clothes leftover 
from the Games." 


Finnick placed everything he prepared on a tray and led her upstairs 
to the balcony that led off of his master suite. "This is my favorite part 
of the house." He set the tray down and pointed to the distance. "I 
have the only house in the Victor's Village with a view of the ocean." 


Annie stood at the edge of the railing and looked out, "Wow. That's 
beautiful." She turned to him. "Bet you can see the whole sea from 
here during the day." 


"You can," he nodded. "Come on," he pulled out a chair for her, "I 
made you some tea." 


They talked about the things they did growing up. She about the extra 
work she and her mother had done trying to save up money for 
something to sleep on other than a blanketed floor. Finnick about his 
brothers and how they used to terrorize their mom with their practical 
jokes. Surprisingly, happy memories for both of them. 


"It might seem weird that | liked to work on the side, but diving is my 
favorite thing to do, so it really wasn't work for me," Annie nibbled at 
her piece of cake. "These are really good. What are they called?" 


Finnick shrugged. "No clue. | just go to the bakery and point at the 
stuff | want and say, some of those, some of those, some of those...a 
lot of those..." they both let out a little laugh. 


"The next time you go, can I come with you?" 


"Sure. We can go tomorrow if you'd like," Finnick gave her an 
encouraging smile. 


"That would be nice." Annie finished drinking her tea and eating her 
little cakes in silence then walked over to the large hanging bench and 
sat on it. "We have one of these too." She pushed her foot against the 
ground to make it swing. "I like it a lot." 


Finnick rubbed his hands on his thighs before asking, "Can 
/...um...would you mind if 1...uh..." he flubbed his words. 


"Want to sit with me?" Annie stopped the swing in its tracks. 


"If you don't mind," he was relieved she asked him. At the rate he was 
going he was certain it would take him at least a year to get the 
question out. 


The night sounds surrounded them and the smell of the salty sea was 
in the air as Annie quietly asked him, "What did you mean when you 
said, ‘that's what | was told?" She looked at him. "You acted like you 
didn't believe your family died on a boat." 


Did he dare tell her his suspicions? There were very few people he 
shared that with. A few other victors as warnings to them regarding 
the power of President Snow and the consequences of not being 
compliant and Mags. Other than that... "I think they were murdered 
because | wouldnt..." he gulped. "I shouldn't be telling you this." He 
wanted to for some reason though. There was an unbelievable 
amount of trust he had in Annie and he wanted to share his worst 
fears...nightmares...his life with her. "If I tell you, can you swear you'll 
keep it to yourself? You can't tell another person. Not even your 
mother." 


"Your secrets are safe with me," Annie gave the swing a little push. 
"Like mine are safe with you," she said it like there was no question 
about it. 


"After my Games things were good for awhile. My family didn't have to 
work. We didn't have to worry about food or...anything, but then my 
sixteenth birthday was coming up and suddenly my mother and father 
started to act strange. | was looking forward to mentoring. | know that 
sounds strange, but if the Games were in play then | figured | could do 
everything in my power to help someone else try and win. Hell, 
Districts One and Two aren't the only Careers, right? We've got some 
really strong tributes...smart...tough...and | thought...maybe I could 


give their family the same chances I gave mine, but my parents didn't 
want me to go. Then one night..." Finnick felt a chill rush through him 
at the memory of his mother and father trying to save him from being a 
victor. "One night my parents woke me and my brothers. Told us to be 
quiet and follow them. We walked along the beach and I could see a 
small boat in the distance...knew that's where we were headed, but 
when I asked about it, my father put his hand over my mouth to shut 
me up and whispered for me to just keep walking. We got about ten 
feet away from it when the Peacekeepers turned their flashlights on 
us. They wanted to know where we were going with the backpacks on 
and my father made up a lie, said we were just going to take a family 
trek across the beach for the night. A camp out, but | was ordered to 
return to the Capitol for the Games in only two days time and during 
that time Peacekeepers never left my side." Finnick walked towards 
the balcony's edge and stared into the distance. "I went to the Games. 
Did the best I could as a mentor." He left out the part about President 
Snow selling him and how much he protested then finally cried his 
eyes out during the first time he was forced into being with a woman. 
"When I got home, my family was dead. The Head Peacekeeper told 
me they had a boating accident, but my father swore he'd never go 
out on one again unless he had to. He wasn't like me when it came to 
the water. My dad...he hated it." Finnick felt Annie's hand on his back. 
"They killed my family. Did something to them. | just don't know what.” 


"Because they didn't want you to be a mentor?" Annie was confused 
about that. "Seems a little harsh, running away in the middle of the 
night so you wouldn't have to help another kid get through the 
Games." 


"No, not just because of that." Finnick didn't know how to explain it to 
her. "My parents found out what the Capitol really had in store for me 
upon my return.” 


"What?" Annie asked and received no reply. "Finnick, what did they do 
to you?" She studied the anguish in his eyes. "They hurt you, didn't 
they?" He nodded. "Did they...beat you?" 


"No," his voice cracked. "It was worse. So much worse than that, 
Annie." 


"Tell me," she turned him by his shoulder. "Let me help you." 


"You don't want to help me. You shouldn't even be here with me. Not 
after the things I've done...the people I've been with," he was so 
ashamed of himself. "Go home, Annie. Pretend we never had this 
conversation." 


"The people you've been with?" Annie tried to figure out what he 
meant by that. "Are you talking about...women?" Finnick nodded his 
head at her question. "Why would that make a difference?" 


"You don't understand, Annie...what they've made me do." 


She tilted her head to the side and asked cautiously, afraid of his 
answer, "Are you saying, they've forced you to be...with women?" 


Finnick gripped the railing until his knuckles turned white. "He sells my 
body.” 


"Who does?' Annie was horrified at Finnick's confession. 


"President Snow. He's been doing it since | was..." Finnick could 
barely get it out, "...since | was sixteen. That's why my parents wanted 
to escape. They were trying to save me." 


"My goodness." 


This was where she would be repulsed and storm out of his house. 
Finnick was certain of it. "Go ahead and leave now. | understand if you 
don't want to be seen with me anymore." Surprise then relief flooded 
through him when Annie wrapped her arms around him and hugged 
him. 


"You poor thing." She stroked the middle of his back. "What have they 
done to you?" Her tears couldn't be helped for the man who had lost 
so much of his childhood for the Capitol’s pleasure. "They killed your 
family so they wouldn't try and take you away again." 


"No," he shook his head. "They killed them to let me know I had no 
choice but to play by their rules." 


Annie held onto him, cried with him until his tears finally subsided. 
"Finnick," she led him back to the swing, "l'm not sure why you're 
blaming yourself for this. You've been repeatedly raped and that's not 
your fault. It's President Snow's fault." She placed her head on his 
shoulder. "No wonder," she said absently after a few minutes of 
silence. 


"No wonder, what?" Finnick asked her. 


She looked up at him and said, "No wonder you seem so different 
here than you did at the Capitol. It's like you're two different people. 
The one you pretend to be and the man you actually are." She gave 
him a timid smile. "I'm very fond of the man you actually are." She 
lifted her face to his and placed a small kiss against his lips. "I don't 
want to buy you, Finnick." 


He sat there in utter shock. He had never thought she'd be the one to 
do something like that, to initiate a kiss between them. "Annie? Would 
it be alright if | kissed you again?" 


" Yes. " 


It was the most innocent kiss of his life, and the most moving. In that 
moment, Finnick felt like he had instantly gone back in time to the age 
of sixteen and experienced his first kiss the way it was meant to be. 


"My whole world changed with just one kiss," Finnick glanced towards 
Peeta. 


"| Know how that feels." Peeta sat upright and stretched. "With me, it 
was the sound of her voice. Hearing Katniss sing, even at the age of 
five...she washed away all the ugly that plagued my life." 


Finnick recalled the conversation between Katniss and Peeta in the 
cave last year, during the Games, in which Peeta confessed to being 
abused by his mother, imagining a five year old boy getting struck with 
a wooden object. "It was a good thing you heard her sing then." 


"Some people think I'm crazy for saying I've been in love with her my 
whole life, but..." Peeta grinned a little, "I think she was sent to me. 
That somewhere...something in this universe knew I'd never survive 
on my own and they sent me an angel named Katniss. She never 
knew, not until after we left the arena, how much she helped me. What 
loving her did for me." Peeta drew a pattern into the sand with the tip 
of his knife. "Katniss saved my life way before we ever entered the 
Hunger Games." 


"Yeah, but...didn't you save hers too?" Finnick knew he had from the 
story with the bread. "You saved her and her family from starvation." 


Peeta gave it some careful thought then said, "The universe sure 
knows what it's doing." With a dreamy look in his eyes he stared up at 
the sky and said, "We were sent to each other and even though our 
time is almost up...we got to share a lifetime of love." 


There was no way Finnick could help ease Peeta's heartache by 
letting him know about the escape plan, but he wished he could. Even 
if they did get out of there, who knew what the future had in store for 
Peeta and Katniss. They could both die in the rebellion. There was 
one thing Finnick could do to help Peeta though. "I won't kill her, 
Peeta." Finnick turned to him. "You have my word on that. Even if it 
comes down to me and her in here, I'd let myself drown before | took 
her life." 


"Wh...what?" Peeta couldn't believe what he was hearing. "Why? Why 
would you do such a thing?" He guessed it had to do with the 
rebellion, but when it came right down to it, most people would do 
anything to save their own lives in the arena. 


Finnick had to do some quick thinking. He was sure the entire nation 
was asking the same question Peeta just had. "Isn't in my nature to kill 
an unborn child." 


"Thank you." Peeta had to swallow the lump forming in his throat. 
"Thank you," he repeated quietly as he let his eyes drift towards 
Katniss' who was curled on her side then began drawing patterns in 
the sand again. As he looked at the swirls he created, he knew 
anyone watching would think he was just being artistic, but Peeta had 
finally deciphered Cinna and Portia's code by drawing out the letters 
individually and spelling it out in his head. RESCUE MISSION 
PLANNED. He felt his heart pumping with blood at the thought. 'Do 
Katniss and | actually stand a chance at surviving this together? Will 
we really get out of the arena?’ Only time would tell. 


Peace. It was as rare as a pearl coming from a lump of coal as far as 
Katniss was concerned, but the warm, secure feeling of peace was 
exactly what she felt slipping over her like a veil of comfort and 
security. Vivid images of Peeta smiling at her, holding her in his arms, 
sharing a picnic together under their oak tree with a child toddling 
within a few feet of them, and their home... She could almost smell 
the sweet scent of brown sugar, taste something buttery in her mouth. 
A cursory examination of her surroundings brought a sentimental 
smile to her lips as she realized it was just another day in District 
Twelve. The sun was shining; a breeze fluttered the window 
coverings, the overly large living room where she and Peeta had said 
their toast, was cluttered with children's toys. Building blocks, colored 
scratches on a piece of paper from Peeta's sketchpad lay next to a 
handful of pencils and the familiar sound of her husband's laughter 
followed by the belly laugh of a child floated through the air. She could 
hear Peeta saying something about asking mommy if it was okay, and 
Katniss knew she was the mommy he spoke of. They were a family. 
Katniss looked down at herself and saw the large bump on her 
stomach could feel the pressure of a baby's kick within her womb. She 
laid her hand against her belly and watched as Peeta carried the 
toddler to her. 


"Looks like mommy's already holding a baby," Peeta said to the little 
girl. "Guess daddy's going to have to keep banana nut a little longer." 
He placed his lips against the girl's neck and blew, causing a vibrating 
sound and obviously tickling the little one. 


"Mommy. Mommy," the little girl held her arms straight out for Katniss 
to take her. 


"You heard our little nut, she wants her mommy." Peeta handed the 
girl over to Katniss then placed his hand on Katniss' belly. "I'll hold this 
one instead." He placed a soft kiss against Katniss' temple. "Anything 


yet?" Katniss shook her head from side to side. "That's how | know 
this little one is a boy," he smiled at her. "He has the patience of a 
saint...just like his father." He touched the tip of the little girl's nose 
with his finger. "You on the other hand were just like yourmommy. You 
couldn't wait to get out of there.” 


Katniss held Peeta's gaze and reveled in the feeling of his palm 
spread out across her large torso where their baby kicked and felt two 
soft, moist...tiny lips press against hers. "I'm like mommy." A surge of 
love shot through her as she held onto her daughter and rested her 
head against Peeta's shoulder. This used to be her 
nightmare...marriage...children...now it was a dream come true. "I 
wanna go for wawk mommy. See gampa an gamma." 


"What do you say?" Peeta asked her. "Your mom told you walking 
might bring on labor. Feel like seeing Haymitch?" 


Yes, Katniss tried to say. She wanted to see her mentor. Talk to him. 
She had so many questions for him, but no sound would come out. A 
head nod was all she could muster up, but seeing Haymitch seemed 
essential to Katniss at that particular moment in time. ‘Maybe I could 
ask him what's going on in the arena and why everyone's so willing to 
put themselves in harm's way for me and Peeta?' She thought. ‘Mags 
died. Priscilla saved my life. Finnick brought Peeta back from the 
dead... everyone was acting like mine and Peeta's lives mean more 
than their own. Why? What makes us so important?’ 


"We're the faces of the rebellion, Katniss," Peeta answered her 
question. Their daughter was gone as was the baby bump. "Without 
us, our children...everyone's children will have the constant threat of 
being reaped looming over their heads. We stand for freedom. For 
what's right in this world." 


They were standing under the oak tree now, but it wasn't Peeta 
Katniss was standing with, it was Rue. "Remember when | told you 
that you had to win the Games?" Katniss nodded at her late friend. 
"This is why. Because you'll make a difference in this world." She 
pointed to Peeta who was walking, surrounded by a fuzzy haze way 
off in the distance, with herself and their daughter towards Haymitch's 
house. "If you want to have that future, you must survive, Katniss. You 
must both survive and go on to fulfill your destiny." 


"What destiny?" Katniss asked, but Rue was fading away as was 
everything surrounding her. "What destiny?" 


"Remember who your enemies are, Katniss," Rue turned into a 
mockingjay, then flew up towards a tree branch and sat next to two 
birds. A white mockingjay and a white jabberjay, neither one of these 
things existed. Both birds were black, but a mockingjay had a strip of 
white under its wing. 


"We are the symbols of the future," the jabberjay spoke to Katniss with 
Peeta's voice. "We are what this country is fighting for right now and 
they," the bird turned its neck, pointed towards Beetee, Johanna, 
Finnick, Wiress and Mags, "they are here to make sure we Survive." 


"That's why they died for you," the mockingjay spoke with Katniss' 
voice. "That's why they're all willing to die for you." 


Katniss' eyes flew open. Her heart was racing, her breath was ragged. 
She felt like she had just run a mile. She tried to remember the dream 
she had, but the only thing she could recall was the feeling of 
happiness associated with Peeta. "Pe..." she cleared the frog from her 
throat, "Peeta?" She peered around the makeshift campsite and 
noticed that everyone was awake and by the beach staring up at 
something. A silver parachute was making its way down towards 
them. "Hey," she rubbed Peeta's back. "Why didn't you wake me?" 


"You were smiling in your sleep. You even laughed a few times." 
Peeta put his arm around her waist. "It's so rare when you dream 
about something happy...! didn't have the heart to wake you." 


The parachute was filled with more rolls from Beetee's district. 
"Twenty-four," Finnick's eyes flashed between Beetee and Johanna. 


"Twenty-four," Johanna repeated. 


They sat down to breakfast only to have Katniss getting up within a 
few bites of fish and ran towards the first tree in her path. 'This is how 
it is then,’ she realized. ‘I'll need to eat a few bites before everyone 
else from now on so | can throw up and then go back for my actual 
meal.' 


Peeta rubbed his palm up and down her spine, held her hair back as it 
was still down from the night before and spoke softly to her. "Don't 
know about you, but | think I'm seeing a pattern here." 


Katniss gave her head a little nod before expelling the last 
of...everything in her system. She wiped her mouth with the back of 
her hand and fell to her Knees. "Remember when | said | wished I'd 
puke for the next nine months? | take that back." 


"Anymore in there or do you think you're done till lunch?" 


"Done." Katniss felt her hair being bunched together. "I don't know 
where my band is. | think | left it..." 


"| have it." Peeta said as he took the elastic band off of his wrist and 
put her hair in a loose ponytail down her back. "Took it out of your hair 
last night." 


She inhaled a breath of fresh air through her nose and blew it out of 
her mouth. "I need to wash up." 


"Want to rinse off first or brush your teeth?" 


"Wash first, then brush." Katniss felt herself being lifted in Peeta's 
arms and taken to the sea. "I'd argue with you about carrying me, but 
I'm feeling a little pooped right now." Katniss completed the washing 
ritual, hair, body, and mouth then felt her hair being braided. "Here it 
comes," she said to Peeta. 


"Are you going to throw up again?" He asked, not understanding her 
meaning. 


"No. The parachute." Katniss lifted the tiny silver container that held 
the soda crackers she was being sent after every bout of sickness. 
"Thank you," she said to whoever sent them to her. 


"Crackers?" Finnick made a gesture with his chin towards the tiny 
parachute Katniss held in her hands. 


"Yeah." She set them down and picked up a shell of fresh water. "I 
need to brush my teeth." Her allies lifted their eyes towards her. None 
of them wanted to share her starchy treats, but she knew all of them 
would love the opportunity to use a toothbrush. "I was thinking, | don't 
have a lot of toothpaste, but | don't mind sharing it if you guys want 
some. Maybe put it on a finger or a leaf and give your mouths a 
cleaning?" 


"Yeah. Sure. Why not?" Johanna nodded. "My teeth feel like they're 
wearing a sweater." 


"Mine too," Finnick smiled. 


"| will admit, the prospect of a little personal grooming, though in the 
norm for many, is a welcomed treat for me," Beetee wrapped up the 
extra rolls in a parachute and tied them closed. 


"Christ, Volts. Can't you just say yes like a normal person?" Johanna 
leaned back on her hands as their group, including Beetee allowed 
themselves a little laughter. 


"Yes. I'd very much like to take advantage of your most generous offer, 
Katniss," Beetee said it like it was a regular, yes. 


Everyone burst out laughing only this time Beetee didn't get it. "Still 
not a normal yes, but | guess that's the best you can do, Volts," 
Johanna rapped him against the shoulder as she got up. "Come on, 
fireball. Let's go brush while Peeta eats." 


Mealtime was becoming something of a routine. It made Katniss feel 
uncomfortable, like during training, becoming closer to her allies. They 
couldn't remain that way much longer. Other than her group, there 
were only three remaining tributes left in the Games and once they 
were gone it would be time to turn on the people she was becoming 
close to. "Come on." Katniss stuck her hand out to Peeta after she 
was done with her third helping of fish. "It's time for your birthday 
present." 


"It's your birthday, Peeta?" Finnick asked. 


"No," Peeta's expression was filled with curiosity. "Katniss promised to 
teach me how to swim for my birthday, but we never made it to the 
lake." 


"The lake," Finnick gave Katniss a wry grin. "And here | thought you 
really did have a big bathtub." 


"| do," she threaded her fingers through Peeta's. "It's huge." 
"But that's not where you learned to swim," Finnick cocked his brow. 


"My dad taught me how at a lake back home," Katniss didn't think it 
mattered anymore about sharing the information. Even though the 
lake was a private place she had only told Peeta about, she found 
herself enjoying the memory of her childhood adventures with her 
father. "When | was little he brought me there...showed me the katniss 
root | was named after...taught me about the different forms of plant 
life and waterfowl that lived around there. It was some of the happiest 
moments of my childhood." 


"Your father was remarkably ingenious, Katniss" Beetee looked over 
the gold wire he had in his hand as he spoke. "By teaching you about 
plants, animals...even swimming..." he finally lifted his eyes, "Can | 
presume he was the one who taught you how to use a bow and 
arrow?" Katniss nodded. "Those lessons provided you with a skill set 
for the arena. One the Careers never bother with in their special 
schools." Beetee went back to playing with his coil. "Enjoy your swim." 


"He's right you know?" Peeta said to Katniss as they headed towards 
the beach. "Your dad instilled the need to survive in you while teaching 
you about the land you lived off of. The majority of Careers have never 
bothered to learn something as important as that in their training 
camps. You know, Glimmer told me, she was the only one of the 
Careers last year that took the courses in her district on how to live off 
of the land. She couldn't identify as much as you could, and the others 
had no clue about her skill, but she would've been able to feed herself 
out there if she had to." He smiled as he waded into the water. "Your 
dad raised you like a Career Katniss." 


Katniss understood Peeta's message. She had been taught to fight, 
but in a loving way, and Peeta wanted her to raise their child in the 


same manner. "You might not know it, but yours did the same thing. 
He taught you how to decorate cakes. Some people might think that's 
a silly thing, but it saved your life. Plus you built up strength by 
unloading the delivery trucks." 


"You might be right about that, Katniss," Peeta grinned. "Thank God 
for a father's knowledge, huh?" He didn't realize what he had said until 
the expression on Katniss' face morphed into sheer delight. 


"See," she rubbed her hand across her stomach, "there are some 
things that only a father can teach their child." She left him with that 
thought as she moved towards waist high water and showed him how 
to do a basic swim stroke. As she watched him she noticed her scabs 
starting to peel off and ran some sand across her skin. "Hey," she 
called out to him. "Come here." She scooped up a handful of sand and 
rubbed his arms with it. A soft moan escaped him. "Feels good, huh?" 


"Yeah." Peeta noticed the pale flesh underneath his scabs. "Want me 
to get your back?" 


"Mmmm hmmm," she turned around and noticed Johanna staring at 
them from the edge of their camp. "Peeta, we need to break up this 
alliance," she said in a hushed tone before turning to face him. "There 
are only three other tributes out there besides us and I'd rather leave 
now and let them fight it out with our group than have us fighting 
amongst ourselves." Even as she said it, there was something 
nagging at her. Something that told her this wasn't the right move to 
make. 


Peeta shook his head slowly from side to side then began a silent 
conversation with her. "Do you really want to leave them now, 
Katniss?" His lips moved. 


Hers responded in the same way. "What do you think?" 


"| don't know what to think. Something about these Games...our 
allies..." he narrowed his stare, "...Finnick saving me...do you have 
the feeling something else is going on here? Something we don't 
know about?" After cracking the code and Finnick's comment about 
letting himself drown before killing Katniss, Peeta knew it was 
imperative for their alliance to last until the bitter end. However, it was 
too risky to even mouth about his suspicions to her about a rescue 
mission. 


That's when she remembered her dream. Rue's message to her about 
them being the faces of the rebellion. "Peeta, can Johanna 
be...trusted? Is she a..." Regardless of them not making any sound, 
Katniss still didn't want to use the word, rebel in the arena. "Is she a 
person that you trust?" 


"Yes," he ran his hand down her braid. "They all are, Katniss." 


Peeta's words confirmed her suspicions; her allies weren't allies at all. 
They were rebels hell bent on protecting her and Peeta from President 
Snow and the Capitol. "Tell you what," Katniss finally used her voice. 
"Why don't we wait until the Careers are dead and then we can make 
the break?" 


Peeta lifted the corner of his lip in a slight grin. "I'm pretty sure 
Beetee's coming up with a trap for them anyway," Peeta said to her. "If 
you're comfortable with waiting then so am |." He was never going to 
let her end their alliance with their group. Not if he wanted her to live. 


"Let's wait till Brutus and Enobaria are dead, then we go," Katniss still 
didn't know if she'd leave at that point, or if Peeta would. As far as she 
was concerned, she now had three other people doing everything in 
their power to make sure she and Peeta got out of the arena alive. 
"Think we should tell Finnick how to make himself pretty again?" She 
lifted a handful of sand and let it run through her fingers. 


"He did bring you extra food this morning," Peeta kissed her forehead. 
"And the meal before that...and the one before that...and..." 


"Shut up," Katniss swatted playfully at his arm and called Finnick into 
the water. 


The Capitol hideout was dimly lit and quiet when Effie entered wearing 
a man's wig, moustache and suit. The streets were crowded even at 
two in the morning with the excitement of the Games in the air. She 
sat in a chair and pressed the tiny music chip to begin her recording. 
The message she left was meant for Katniss and Peeta and when she 
was through she found the tiny music box she had left there months 
earlier and tucked it away inside of it knowing they would understand 
what to do with the music box that played the familiar song, Beautiful 
Dreamer. "Please," she said quietly, "stay safe my darlings." She 
placed the music box back on the shelf just as Haymitch entered the 
room. 


"Effie?" The sight of her dressed like a man had him taken aback. 
"Hello," she turned around. "I wasn't sure if you'd be able to make it." 


He flashed her a cocky grin and said, "Hell of a disguise you got 
there." 


She flustered a bit at her appearance. "It was necessary for me to 
come incognito. As | am now being followed by the president's private 
guards." 


Haymitch took a step back and said, "What?" He rushed to her side, 
panic soaring through him. "He found out about you, didn't he?" 


"On the contrary, he assumes | am as loyal to him as one of his elite 
Peacekeepers." Effie pursed her lips and clenched her hands 
together. "There's much to say and little time to say it in." She 
motioned for him to take a chair. "Shall we sit?" 


"What's going on, Effie?" Haymitch was worried out of his mind. "What 
the hell did that bastard Bettes want with you earlier?" 


"My meeting this morning was with President Snow himself not 
Viggo." Effie began telling Haymitch about the events that had 
occurred when she was beckoned to the president's office. 


"Miss. Trinket, there has been some, shall we say, rumors floating 
around about a Senior Capitol Official that has been working for 
towards...Shall | say treasonous acts against the government?" 
President Snow sat across from Effie and kept constant eye contact 
with her. "Up until early this morning | wasn't sure who it was, but now 
| have my suspicions and | believe you do too." He waited for Effie to 
respond. 


Effie sat up straight, with her legs crossed and a serious expression. 
"Mr. President, | too have an idea of who it might be, but I must say... 
fear for my own Safety if | reveal his name." 


"Has this person threatened you in any way?" The president asked. 


"Threats have never bothered me one bit sir, but actions...| have been 
on the receiving end of them and do not wish to be there again," she 
answered. 


The president gave her a sly look. "Now | am certain we are speaking 
of the same individual." He sat silently for a moment then made a 
proposal to her. "What if | could guarantee your safety Miss. Trinket 
along with a lucrative promotion?" 


Effie's eyes lit up. It was widely know that she had wanted a promotion 
for years and knew that she had to act like this was the opportunity of 
a lifetime. "A promotion sir?" 


"Tell me...are you enjoying your position as an escort to...District 
Twelve?" he said it with an enormous amount of distaste, his puffy lips 
snarling. 


Effie looked like she had swallowed a bug when she said, "District 
Twelve is like a boil that never festers, but it is not my place to 
complain." 


"l'Il take that as a no." The president said with a hint of pleasure in his 
voice. "And what about the tributes you have this year? How do you 
feel about them?" 


"The way | feel about all of the tributes | am assigned. It is my job to 
promote them to the best of my abilities." She lifted her chin a bit. "It 
has always been my understanding that if | perform my duties well 
enough | would be rewarded with a better district." 


The president stood up and walked around his desk, lifted up a portrait 
and held it up for Effie to view. "Then may I ask why this was in your 
home?" 


The picture Peeta had given her of himself at the age of eleven with a 
black eye was staring her straight in the face. Effie didn't let it faze her 
one little bit. She gave the president a hint of a smile and said, "Like 
all of the residents of the Capitol last year, | admit | was smitten with 


the idea of puppy love in the arena. However, | have since come to my 
senses and keep that portrait as a reminder that even a puppy has the 
potential to grow into a mongrel." 


The president let out a small laugh and said, "Right you are, Miss. 
Trinket. Right you are." He walked back to his seat and set the 
painting down next to her. "I was a bit concerned this morning when | 
overheard a conversation between you and one of my Officials 
regarding Miss. Everdeen." The president sat back a bit in his chair. "It 
seems that the man | have trusted for quite sometime now has 
developed sympathies for her." 


Effie pursed her lips and said, "Yes," she gave her head a little shake. 
"I noticed that as well." 


"How do you feel about that?" 


"As | said to Viggo this morning, what's the point in helping her?" Effie 
leaned a little closer to the president and said quietly, "I do realize that 
it's my job to bring one of them home, but really, they have both been 
such thorns in my side since the start of the Victory Tour. Their 
behavior in public was..." Effie looked like she was sucking on a 
lemon, "well, | am sure you are quite aware of their lack of education 
and verbal communication skills or they never would have had to have 
someone from the Capitol staff professionally write their soeeches for 
them prior to every appearance." Effie sat upright, took a deep breath, 
placed her fingertips against her throat and said, "Though I shan't go 
into specific details, all I will say is...while onboard the train | did 
everything in my power to maintain a respectable environment only to 
be ignored by, not only Katniss and Peeta, but Haymitch as well. 
Thorns | tell you...prickly thorns in my side, and neither one of them 
have any respect for the way the Games should be played." She sat 
back. "In my opinion, Finnick Odair would be an excellent victor this 


year. He has always played by the rules. Always understood his 
place." 


"My thinking exactly," the president agreed. "Miss. Trinket, how would 
you like to help me succeed in making sure the proper victor wins the 
Quarter Quell this year?" 


"And how can I do that?" Effie's fingers went to her chest. 


"There shall be no more sponsor gifts sent into District Twelve from 
Haymitch Abernathy." The president gave her an evil grin. "Hide his 
computer...destroy it...do what you must, but nothing more should be 
sent in from that man." 


Effie held her head up with pride. "Consider it done sir." 


"As for our other problem...Mr. Bettes..." The president pondered for a 
moment. "I must think of a way to find out what he has been up to. 
Though I have no problems with taking action against Mr. Bettes for 
his...emotional attachment to Miss. Everdeen, making certain he is 
the traitor is of the utmost importance." 


"Sir," Effie paused. "He trusts me. If you give me the opportunity, I'm 
sure | can come up with something, perhaps make him say or do 
something that will prove to you he is the treasonous offender you've 
been looking for. Perhaps find out his ulterior motive." 


"Do you think you have that capability Miss. Trinket? My officials are 
trained in the art of deception as well as reading those who are 
deceiving them." 


Effie gave the president her trademark smile. "Never underestimate 
the power of a woman." 


The president returned her smile and said, "You're absolutely right, 
Miss. Trinket. | do believe you may be Mr. Bettes' downfall after all." 


Effie cleared her throat then said, "Sir, you did say something 
about...a promotion?" 


"Why yes | did," he stood up and walked towards a door. "I currently 
have a business assistant, but | have been thinking about a more 
personal one. Someone like yourself that shares my 
beliefs...understands the importance of the Games. A confidant." He 
turned to her, "I've been keeping exceptionally close tabs on you for 
quite sometime and I'm pleased to say you and | share many of the 
same values. If all of this works out. | think this would be a perfect 
position for you." 


"Sir," Effie acted flustered and flattered at the same time. "It would be 
my honor to perform such a service for you." She walked towards the 
exit. "I will get right on the task at hand." 


"Wonderful," he said. 


"There's just one thing I'll need to do," she gave him an evil grin. "Is 
there a way | can speak with someone in your television department? 
I'd like to get Viggo on tape." She had already done this, but the 
president had no clue. 


"Let me have someone take you to the Gamemakers' station. I'll put 
you in touch with the Head Gamemaker himself." 


Confusion crossed Effie's face. "The Head Gamemaker? Why would | 
need to see him?" 


The president walked Effie to the door and said, "Miss. Trinket, the 
position of Head Gamemaker is more than what you think. He is not 


only responsible for what is being broadcast around the world, but 
everything that is being broadcast without your knowledge as well." 
He stopped a few feet away from the exit. "As I'm sure you are aware 
of, certain areas of the Capitol require higher levels of security which 
we use cameras for, and those pictures are sent to the security 
division of the Capitol which falls under our broadcasting system." 


"Oh," Effie nodded her head, "And the Head Gamemaker is in charge 
of the broadcasting system." 


"Precisely, Miss. Trinket." The president shook Effie's hand. "Till we 
meet again." 


Effie waited for the Avox to return then barked an order at her, "Pick 
up that portrait. You don't expect me to carry it myself, do you?" From 
the corner of her eye she could see the president's approving smile. 
The president didn't tell her anything she didn't already know about 
Plutarch. When it came to surveillance footage in the Capitol, he was 
the man in charge. In fact, when it came to anything recorded in the 
Capitol, Plutarch was in charge. There was the news department, 
security, surveillance, advertisements and the Games. Each 
department had a manager that reported to Plutarch and a staff. Most 
of the Head Gamemakers never bothered with any department other 
than the Games until Seneca Crane came along and now Plutarch. 


Once inside of the Gamemakers' station Effie met with Plutarch in 
private who showed her how to manipulate Haymitch's computer and 
confirmed the times for the escape. It had taken a few hours, but by 
the time they were done, Effie had become adept at handling the tiny 
device and now had a much bigger role in the rebellion than she had 
ever imagined. The tiny computer was now linked to the Gamemakers' 
station and gave her the ability to control the on air activities once 
Plutarch made his escape. 


"You see, Haymitch? I'll have to remain in the Capitol after the Games. 
Not only will | be working hand in hand with the president, but I'll be 
able to control the television broadcasts without detection. No one will 
know a thing." She explained to him. 


"No," Haymitch said quietly. "You promised me, Effie. You swore to me 
that you'd meet me and I'm holding you to that." 


"| will meet you, but | can't leave with you. | simply can't." Effie held his 
hand. "Think of what | can do for the rebellion from here. No one will 
be as close to the president as me. | can even throw him off of 
Plutarch's trail claiming that Viggo planned his kidnapping to break 
into the television broadcasts." 


"Damn it, Effie!" Haymitch hated that she was making sense, but he 
refused to let her risk anymore than she already had. "How much 
more do you expect me to give up? I've got to watch those kids kill 
people in that arena. | had to watch Maysilee die! And now you? You 
want me to just stand back and agree to this?" He ran his hand down 
his face. "Hell no! NO!" 


Effie lowered her voice down to just above a whisper, "It's not your 
choice to make, Haymitch. It's mine." 


"Fine," Haymitch agreed. "You stay. | stay." 
"No!" Her eyes filled with fear. "They'll kill you without hesitation." 


"And what do you think they'll do to you?" Haymitch began pacing. 
"Woman, you have been the biggest pain in my ass for over ten years 
and if you think I'm letting you walk out of my life now...you've got 
another thing coming." 


She wanted to fight with him, but there would never be an end to it. No 
one would be happy with the outcome. "There's more, Haymitch." 


"More? More!" Haymitch had already felt like the sky was falling on top 
of him. "What else is there?" 


"| need you to take some people with you when you leave," Effie said 
with determination in her voice. 


"Who?" He threw her a glare. 


"Dr. Valero and the father of her child," Effie continued ignoring 
Haymitch's grunts. "As well as the male and female Avox that have 
cared for Katniss and Peeta while they were in training." 


"Fine! I'll take them, but not the damn doctor." Haymitch had no 
problem with Darius and the other girl. 


"You must take the doctor and the father of her child," Effie pleaded. 
"Katniss will need medical attention and | trust her." 


"Why the hell do you trust some Capitol doctor?" Haymitch bellowed. 


"Because the father of her child is also an Avox," Effie said with 
sadness in her voice. "Haymitch, | wasn't supposed to find out, but | 
did. | walked in on them when they were in our suite alone 
and...Please Haymitch. | know she can be trusted to care for Katniss." 
Effie took hold of his arm. "Haymitch, | have no clue who any of these 
people from District Thirteen are and I'll tell you what I told Plutarch, | 
am not very impressed with this President Coin. The woman has had 
absolutely no problems using Katniss and Peeta to her benefit for this 
rebellion much as President Snow has used them in the arena. Now 
that Katniss is pregnant, how do you know she won't still try and use 
her in the war? The girl cannot go into battle." 


"Shit, Effie. | know that." Haymitch hadn't even considered what Coin 
would do about the pregnancy situation. "I'm sure she won't try and 
make Katniss fight." 


"Are you?" Effie asked. "How well do you know this woman? Because 
she didn't think twice about using children as the faces of the rebellion 
so what makes you think she won't try and use Katniss in her current 
condition or try and...and threaten their baby to get her way?" Effie's 
throat began to tighten. "Take Dr. Valero. She will care for Katniss the 
way | would if | were a doctor." 


Haymitch had no choice but to agree. Effie's arguments were too 
damn valid. "Okay. I'll take the doctor and her Avox." 


"Thank you," she breathed a sigh of relief. "Now | shall meet you with 
Portia, Annie and the Avox from the Tribute Center. You bring the 
doctor, her Avox and Skip. Flavius is going to bring Venia and Octavia 
and Plutarch will meet us there with the others." 


"And the bombing of Viggo's computer room? Who's in charge of 
that?" Haymitch asked, giving her a deadly warning glare clearly 
stating that it better not be her. 


"There are three separate teams disguised as Peacekeepers that will 
infiltrate his home. If something happens to the first team, the other 
two are there as backups. They will blow the computer room up, then 
the pilots will take three hovercrafts all going in various directions, but 
only one will meet us. It will have cloaking capabilities so we will be 
able to get to District Thirteen undetected." 


Haymitch felt a hint of hope when he heard her say "we" regarding 
their escape. "This all starts after the last delivery of bread, right?" 
Haymitch asked. 


"After the last delivery of bread, Plutarch will disable the Capitol's 
surveillance, but not until you and | have our argument. It must be very 
loud and very real." Effie gripped Haymitch's hands in hers. "Please, 
whatever | say, know that | don't mean a word of it, Haymitch." 


"Me either, Trinkie." He squeezed her hands in his. "And about 
earlier...| didn't mean that either. | Know you've got a show to put on. 
You're not a bitch." Now that sobriety had set in guilt had reared its 
ugly head. "Damn it, Trinkie, you're one of the best people I've ever 
known." 


She gave him a soft smile and said, "Of course | am, my vile little 
man. Apart from Katniss, Peeta and I, you only know degenerates." 


Haymitch let out a chuckle and dropped her hands. "You ready for all 
of this?" 


"No," she answered honestly. "Are you?" 
"Hell no," he said too. 
"Well..." she hesitated. "It's time for me to go." 


"Yeah, me too." He stood back. "I'll wait a few minutes so we don't 
leave together." 


"Very well," she headed for the door then stopped. "Haymitch," she 
turned to face him. "If everything doesn't work out the way we 
planned..." 


"It will," he tried to lie, but he knew there was a very good chance they 
were going to lose a lot of people in the rescue attempt. 


"Just in case," she walked up to him and kissed him on the cheek. "I'd 
rather not have any regrets. It has been quite an adventure knowing 


you and | can honestly say you have...enhanced my life. Give Katniss 
and Peeta my love." 


As she turned to walk away he yanked her back and held onto her, 
hugging her close to him. "Don't let me down, Effie. Be there." 


"Have | ever let you down?" She asked him quietly. 


Effie held her head up high as she walked out of the room, dressed 
like a man, blending into the Capitol crowd that was still having the 
party of their lives while Haymitch sat on a chair in the hideout hoping 
that he didn't lose her. Other than Katniss and Peeta, Effie Trinket was 
the only person that meant more to him than his own life. 


In the morning Effie continued to send in items to the arena from other 
districts. District Four was now taking care of Katniss' needs and after 
Finnick's comment about not taking the life of an unborn child; 
sponsors were tripping over themselves to provide donations to Four 
requesting to send Katniss something as a gift from Finnick. He may 
not have known it, but Finnick Odair had saved Effie Trinket's behind. 


"Sniff your little stick," Peeta held it out to Katniss for her to take a 
whiff. "Okay, now don't puke," he ordered her as he rubbed her down 
with some ointment. 


"Yes sir," she gave him a salute and rolled her eyes. "If only you telling 
me not to do it would actually work." Fortunately the little stick was 
keeping her sense of smell at bay. "Come here Finnick, I'll do your 
back for you." 


"I'll do his back." Peeta squirted a blob of ointment into the palm of his 
hand. "The last thing | need is my wife running her hands up and 
down Finnick Odair's body while she's got raging hormones." 


Finnick chuckled at Peeta's comment. "Don't trust me with Katniss, 
Peeta?" 


"| wouldn't trust you with my brothers so what make you think I'm 
going to trust you with my wife," there was laughter in Peeta's voice as 
he said it. 


Beetee pushed his glasses up on his nose and said, "If you could all 
gather around I'd like to speak with you." Everyone joined them with 
the exception of Johanna who was lying down. "I think we can all 
agree that our next move is to get rid of District Two." They all nodded. 
"Good, | believe I've come up with a way in which to do such a thing." 


"Wait a minute," Finnick interrupted him. "I better wake Johanna so 
she can hear this." 


Katniss made a snide remark under her breath. "Yes, we wouldn't 
want Johanna missing out on this." 


Johanna walked towards the crude diagram of the arena that Beetee 
had drawn in the sand and said, "Goody, show and tell." 


Ignoring her comment, Beetee went straight into describing the plan 
he came up with in regards to getting rid of the Careers. He asked 
them questions regarding their location and the safest place to be in 
the arena, what they thought the Careers were doing since they 
obviously weren't hunting them down, and then spelled it all out. "It's 
obvious by watching us that the ocean is the main source of food 
within the arena and since the Gamemakers provided us with nothing 
but weapons inside of the Cornucopia this year, unless the Careers 


have the ability to hunt like Katniss or sponsors that are willing to 
provide them with every meal, we are monopolizing the food within the 
arena. Here is what | am suggesting...we run my wire from that tree to 
the salt water, which is highly conductive. When the bolt strikes, the 
electricity will travel down the wire and into not only the water but also 
the surrounding beach, which will still be damp from the ten o'clock 
wave. Anyone in contact with those surfaces at that moment will be 
electrocuted. Since we are currently occupying the beach, we know 
the Careers are at the edge of the jungle. Once we move into the 
jungle..." 


"The Careers will take to the beach," Peeta finished. "Just one 
question. Will that wire really be able to conduct that much power? It 
looks awfully fragile, like it would just burn up." 


"Oh, it will, but not until the current has passed through it. Consider it 
to be somewhat similar to a fuse except the electricity will simply travel 
along it," Beetee said with certainty. 


"Yeah, real simple," Johanna said in disbelief. "How do you know what 
this wire will do?" 


"Because," Beetee appeared to be exacerbated. "I invented it." 


"Okay, Volts," Finnick said, "Let's say this thing does work, where will 
we be when all this happens?" 


"Far enough into the jungle to be safe," Beetee replied. 


Katniss realized something was slightly off with his plan. "The Careers 
will be safe too unless they're in the vicinity of the water." 


"True," Beetee agreed. 


Peeta pointed out a very important fact. "Yeah, but all the food will be 
cooked." 


"More than cooked," Beetee told them. "Eliminated for good. We will 
no longer be able to use the ocean as a food source, but you did find 
other edible things in the jungle, did you not, Katniss?" 


"Yeah," she scratched at her temple. "Nuts and rats and...we've got 
great sponsors." 


"Well, then." Beetee stood up from his diagram of the arena and said, 
"| don't see this as a problem, but since we are allies, and this will 
require all of our efforts, the decision will be up to you four." 


Katniss lifted her eyes to Peeta's and began speaking with no noise, 
"If it fails, there's no harm done." 


"If it works then there's a decent chance that we kill the Careers,” 
Peeta responded in the same manor. 


"Even if we don't..." Katniss started. 


"Knock that shit off!" Johanna yelled at them. "If you're going to talk, 
use your freaking voices. | hate that shit." 


"Sorry, Johanna. Katniss and | are used to discussing things amongst 
ourselves before voicing our opinions when it comes to things this 
important," Peeta said to her. He looked to Katniss and questioned her 
with his eyes getting a nod of approval in reply. "We're fine with it. If it 
works, we kill the Careers, if it doesn't, then we kill their food source, 
thus killing them eventually. We're willing to try it." 


Johanna and Finnick exchanged looks then finally Johanna said, "All 
right. It's better than hunting them down in the jungle and | doubt 


they'll figure out our plan, since we can barely understand it 
ourselves." 


"Good. Good," Beetee sounded slightly encouraged by their decision. 
"| must inspect the lightning tree before noon and since we'll need to 
leave this area prior to the tidal wave, may | suggest we head out." 


They headed for the section of the beach that held the noon hour and 
began their trek towards the towering tree with Katniss in the lead 
tossing nuts ahead of her. She didn't think there were force fields 
anywhere near them at the moment, but after the incident with the 
jabberjays, it was obvious that the Gamemakers could separate them 
even without a force field. The arena was swelteringly hot, sweat was 
pouring off of Katniss, and her undershirt was sticking to the spot 
between her shoulder blades when suddenly the world started to 
swoon. She stopped walking and felt Peeta bump her. "I need a 
second." 


"You okay?" Peeta noticed their group of allies standing in a circle 
around him and Katniss when they stopped. 


"Just a little dizzy from the heat." She wiped the sweat from her brow. 
Katniss met Peeta's worried expression. "Is it me or are they 
surrounding us?" She mouthed to him. 


"It's not you," he mouthed back. 


The longer she was with these people the more her suspicions were 
being confirmed. They were protecting them. "Let's go. It's not too far 
ahead," Katniss continued to lead the way. 


Once there Beetee decided he needed to scurry to the top and 
examine the large tree. "I'll have to take note of what the bolt of 
lightning is hitting up there," he said to his allies. 


"I've got your back, Volts," Finnick stood guard over him. "Go on up." 


"Give me the spile," Johanna said to Katniss, "I'll tap a tree for some 
water." 


"I'm going to go hunting," Katniss suggested and everyone stopped 
what they were doing to stare at her. "I'll take Peeta with me. | noticed 
those rat type of creatures we ate didn't even flinch while we were 
walking here, so it won't matter if he's noisy or not." 


"Okay," Peeta was fine with that. "| can grab some nuts." 


Johanna and Finnick exchanged looks then Finnick said, "Why don't 
you stand guard here Peeta and I'll go with Katniss?" 


"| appreciate the offer, but I'd rather go with her. I've got this thing 
about protecting her," he gripped his knife in his hand. 


"I'll go with her," Johanna suggested. "You tap the tree. You're better 
at it anyway," she said to Peeta. 


Katniss turned to Peeta, "They don't want us out of their sight," she 
mouthed. Peeta nodded in agreement. 


"Finnick," Peeta walked up to him. "We're going to be fine. We'll stay 
on a straight path so you can keep an eye on us, but I'm not leaving 
Katniss again. Not after the jabberjays." He put a hand on Finnick’'s 
shoulder. "I Know you understand where I'm coming from." 


Finnick nodded and said, "Everyone stay close. We don't know where 
the noon hour ends and the eleven or one o'clock hours start." 


"Be careful of the force fields, Johanna," hearing the warning come 
from Katniss probably drove Johanna insane, but the thought of her 
dying was actually bothersome to Katniss. "Let's go, Peeta." 


They traveled for a few minutes without seeing one of the rat like 
animals, but Peeta was able to cut down several large bunches of 
nuts. "You sure I'm not scaring those things off, Katniss?" He asked 
her. 


"Yeah," she turned to face Peeta. "They were all over the place while 
we were walking up here. | should've shot a few then, but | figured 
since they were so plentiful..." Katniss' head whipped around and she 
held up a hand to Peeta in order to silence him. Her arrow was at the 
ready when she heard the unmistakable sound of a footfall in the 
jungle. "Someone's out there," she whispered to Peeta who sat the 
nuts carefully on the ground and took the spare knife out of his belt. In 
the distance, Katniss could see the shape of another human being. It 
wasn't Johanna, this much she could determine by the height of the 
person. It could've been... 


"Chaff!" Peeta hurried towards the man, Haymitch's friend, who was 
clearly suffering from a mild case of dehydration. "Katniss we need to 
get him something to drink." 


She wasn't sure how she felt about the obviously newest member of 
their alliance, but Peeta was drawn to the man for some reason and 
Katniss trusted Peeta more than anyone in the world. "Johanna has 
the spile." Katniss lifted her head to the trees, "Haymitch, we need 
another spile." It was the first time no one responded to their request. 


Peeta was tapping at a tree, eagerly digging a hole deep into its 
center. "Did he send a spile?" 


"Nothing," Katniss began scouring the jungle with her eyes for 
something she could shove into the hole for Chaff to drink from. "The 
nuts! Peeta cut down some nuts for me." 


"What are the nuts going to do?" Peeta swiped his knife across the 
thick stem that held the group of nuts onto the tree. 


"Just dig a hole and make sure you get it as deep and thick as you 
can." Katniss began stripping the nuts from the wooden branch and 
checked for the strongest, longest one. "How's it going?" 


"The tip of my knife is wet, so | must've hit a water vein," Peeta 
answered. 


"Good. Get Chaff," she looked over at the man who had collapsed 
onto the ground once Peeta reached him. 


"Katniss what are you going to do?" Peeta put his arm under Chaff's 
and lifted him to his feet. "We're going to get you some water." Chaff 
tried moving his dry, cracked lips to form a word, but it looked like his 
mouth was frozen in place. "Don't talk. Just..." Peeta's eyes whipped 
towards Katniss when he heard her cry of success. "Holy cow. Look at 
that." Katniss had shoved a thick stalk into the hole he had dug and 
water was now flowing freely down the shoot and onto the ground. 
"Damn, Katniss, that's impressive. That brain of yours blows me 
away." Peeta felt Chaff pulling himself towards the water. "Go ahead, 
Chaff. Drink up." 


"Not too quick," Katniss warned him. "You'll get sick." But the man 
paid her no mind. 


After about one straight minute of quenching his thirst, Chaff finally 
spoke. "| was wondering when | was going to run into you guys." He 
lifted his mouth to the water again and began swallowing mouthful 
after mouthful. 


"How long have you gone without water?" Katniss asked him. 


"| broke open a coconut looking thing with my sword on the first and 
second day and that had some fluid in it, but | only found a few of 
those and whatever was inside of it did nothing to help my thirst. It 
kept me hydrated, but caused me to be even thirstier than | already 
was." Chaff couldn't get enough water. He continued to gulp then let it 
flow over his hands and lifted some to his face. "Think it was designed 
to make you crave water but still keep you going." 


"Peeta," Katniss lifted her view towards the sky. "How far away do you 
suppose we are from the lightning tree?" 


"Not very. We stayed pretty much in a straight line while we were 
walking. Why?" 


"We were on a straight path, but not anymore," Katniss glanced in his 
direction. "And by the position of the sun, I'd say it's almost eleven." 


Both of them reached for Chaff and began pulling him away from the 
tree. "Hey!" Chaff bellowed. "I'm still drinking." 


"We need to go," Peeta rushed him along. 


"What's going on?" Chaff was much more stable than when he had 
first run into them. "Someone coming?" 


"Yeah," Katniss said. "The Gamemakers." With her bow and arrow at 
the ready she raced towards the piles of nuts Peeta had left on the 
ground when they had first heard Chaff, but was stopped by the 
Gamemakers' tricks. "Barrier," she turned towards Peeta with a 
furrowed brow. 


"Have you been here before?" There was insistence in Peeta's voice. 
"Chaff, think! Have you been in this part of the arena before?" 


"Don't think so, but I'm not sure. It all looks the same to me." He put 
his sword through his belt and lifted his hand to the translucent 
partition. "What the hell is this thing?" 


"It's how the Gamemakers are going to make sure we stay in this 
portion of the arena," Katniss answered. "We should walk up the hill 
towards the lightning tree. We may not be able to escape, but at least 
the rest of our alliance will be able to see what the eleven o'clock hour 
holds." 


Peeta pulled Katniss in for a hug and placed a kiss on her head. "We'll 
make it through this. | Know we will." 


As they headed up the hill in anticipation of the next trick they began 
explaining to Chaff how the arena worked and what was in the other 
wedges. 


"One of them has pyroants," Chaff told them. "There was a swarm of 
them attacking someone on the first night." 


"How long after the bongs?" Katniss asked. 
"Not too long, maybe an hour or two," he answered. 


"That has to be the one o'clock hour," Peeta said to Katniss. "We 
already know what's in the two o'clock hour and there were no 
pyroants." 


"Stop," Katniss held up her hand. "Do you smell that?" 
"Smell what?" Chaff asked and began sniffing the air. 


Peeta began looking around, holding his knife out in anticipation. 
"What's it smell like, Katniss?" 


"I'm not sure but | think it's...honey." 


Things associated with honey began going through Peeta's mind. 
"Bees? Bears?" 


"Bears in the jungle?" Katniss shook her head. "Maybe a mutt version 
of... Oh my God." Her eyes landed on what the Gamemakers' had in 
store for them. "Tracker jackers." 


"Where?" Peeta began to panic. 


"| don't know, but there's the nest," Katniss pointed to a hive hanging 
off of a tree branch. "That smell is getting worse." 


"I can smell it now," Peeta lifted his hand to his head which was 
beginning to throb. The ground began to morph and glow. The rubbery 
trees covered in moss with vines hanging down reached for the sky, 
the bark turned rough...crackly with a sparkling orange hue around 
the edges. Pine trees stood in place of the water trees. The large palm 
type leaves changed into smaller maple, oak and birch. Crickets were 
chirping. Rabbits scurried in the bushes. The sky was growing dimmer 
as Katniss and Peeta headed towards the Cornucopia. "We should 
really keep it down," Peeta whispered to Katniss taking in the odd 
colors of the woods they were trapped in and the way it was twinkling. 


Chaff wandered downhill in search of more nests and said, "There's 
another one up there." 


"Have you seen him?" 


"Who?" Katniss turned to Peeta who was shaking his head like he was 
trying to ward something off.. "Chaff?" 


"Cato. He's here, Katniss. | can feel it in my bones," Peeta's voice was 
low and worrisome. "Be careful," he whispered to Katniss as his eyes 
began to roam their surroundings. 


Katniss squinted at Peeta and wondered what the hell he was talking 
about. "Peeta, Cato is dead. | killed him." 


"When?" Peeta was thrilled when he heard the news of the tribute's 
death. "Then we won, Katniss. Unless...he's not dead. When did you 
kill him? Tell me," Peeta insisted. 


"Last year." Katniss lifted her hand to Peeta's head checking for a 
temperature. "You feel okay," she ran her hand down his arm and 
checked his pulse. "Geez, Peeta. Your pulse is racing." 


"We need to find someplace safe to hide. He's not dead, Katniss. If he 
were then we would've heard the cannon." Peeta glanced around the 
arena then saw his worst nightmare standing yards away. "Cato," he 
grasped Katniss by the upper arms and said, "Climb, Katniss! Climb!" 


Chaff was charging in their direction, his hand on his sword and 
murder in his eyes, "Kalian! Devine!" 


"Cato!" Peeta screamed out and raced towards the Career with his 
knife drawn and ready. 


Katniss had no clue what was happening. Peeta seemed to be under 
the impression that Cato was in the arena and the names Chaff called 
out were two Careers from his Games. She looked up at the tracker 
jacker nests that were now in almost every single tree and climbed 
upwards towards one of them determined to find out what they were 
doing in the arena. If they were going to be attacked by the genetically 
engineered insects, it would've happened by now. 'No,' Katniss 
thought to herself, ‘this is something else entirely.’ The sound of metal 


clashing against metal caused Katniss to turn to see Chaff and Peeta 
locked in combat, each trying with all their might to kill the other. 
Katniss loaded her bow. "CHAFF!" She yelled out a warning, not 
wanting to have to kill Haymitch's friend. "LEAVE HIM ALONE OR I'LL 
SHOOT!" 


"Stay up there, Katniss!" Peeta called out to her as he got hold of 
Chaff's weapon, threw it to the side, took the man in a headlock and 
began squeezing the life out of him. 


"Peeta that's not Cato. It's Chaff!" Katniss looked up at the hive saw a 
tiny screen over the opening of it. The overbearing scent of honey was 
coming from inside of it. She instantly put two and two together. The 
tracker jacker nests...the figment of Peeta and Chaff's imagination... 
the overbearing smell of honey, obviously used to disguise the 
chemicals the Gamemakers were using on them. They were trying to 
cause the same affects as the tracker jacker stings she had last year 
without using the actual insects. She began to slide down the tree 
running towards Peeta and Chaff who were now tumbling around on 
the ground. "It's gas Peeta! They're gassing us! That's not Cato! It's a 
hallucination!" But it was too late. Katniss watched as Peeta plunged 
his knife deep into Chaff's throat and turned it causing blood to spurt 
out all over his hands. 


"DIE YOU BASTARD! DIE!" Peeta bellowed until the cannon's fire 
boomed through the air. He was panting as he stumbled towards a 
shocked Katniss. "We won, Katniss." His hands were dripping with 
blood as he fell to his knees in front of her. "We won." Peeta wrapped 
his arms around Katniss' trembling legs and stared at his dark red, 
stained hands shimmering with gold around the edges. "We can go 
home," he breathed a sigh of relief. 


"Peeta?" She looked down at the top of his head, her eyes wide with 
fear. "Where are we?" 


"In the arena," he looked up at her as though there was something 
wrong with her. 


"What Games are these?" Katniss knew how he would answer even 
before it left his mouth. 


"The seventy-fourth." Peeta closed his eyes in an attempt to get rid of 
the headache that was pounding in his temples. "My head hurts so 
badly, Katniss." He stood up and walked a few feet away towards the 
lake the Gamemakers had forced him and Katniss to. 


There was a sudden drop in temperature as Katniss stopped Peeta 
from lifting a handful of dirt to his lips for a drink. "That's not the lake, 
Peeta." 


"Yes it is." He let the glistening water flow through his fingers. "Katniss 
I'm worried about you. Are you okay?" He began examining the spot 
where Clove had hit her in the head. "You might have a concussion." 


"It's gone," Katniss began sniffing at the air. "The honey smell...it's 
gone." The wedge of the arena they were in must've dropped down to 
about sixty degrees and a faint chemical scent lingered in the air. The 
only thing she thought it could be was the residual effects of the 
tracker jacker gas. "Come here," she pulled into her arms and held 
him hoping the gas wouldn't last as long as the actual tracker jacker 
venom. His breathing was so heavy it stirred the loose strands of her 
hair. Eventually the wedge of the arena they were trapped in grew hot 
and Peeta's pulse slowed down. 


"Katniss?" Peeta's voice was shaking as his eyes darted around the 
jungle. "Why do | have blood and dirt on my hands?" Chaff was lying 
dead a few yards away. "Chaff!" 


"No, Peeta!" Katniss put her hands against his chest to keep him in 
place. "He's dead." She cupped Peeta's cheeks and searched his 
eyes. "What do you remember?" 


"Huh?" Confusion had set in. Peeta didn't know what the hell was 
happening. "One minute we were walking up the hill and the next..." 
he looked at his hands, "...Cato? Was Cato here? No. No." Peeta 
began talking to himself. "Cato's dead. He couldn't be in the arena, 
but..." 


Katniss could see him putting things together. "Let's go, Peeta. Come 
on." She grabbed his arm and started lugging him up the hill towards 
the lightning tree. She could hear the sounds of Johanna and Finnick 
calling to them. "Peeta, the barrier is gone. We need to get out of 
here." 


"What did | do?" Peeta couldn't drag his eyes away from Chaff. 
"Katniss, what did | do?" 


"Come on!" She pulled him harder, farther away from the sight of 
Chaff's body. "The hovercraft is coming." 


"Where the hell have you two..." Johanna stopped speaking when she 
saw Peeta looking as though he had just had a battle with another 
tribute. "Who was it?" She asked Katniss as Peeta collapsed under a 
tree. 


"Chaff." The look of shock on Johanna and Finnick's faces had 
Katniss quickly coming to Peeta's defense. "The eleven o'clock hour is 


tracker jacker gas. It affected Peeta and Chaff...gave them 
hallucinations." 


"But not you?" Finnick's curiosity was peaked. 


It took a moment to register what Finnick had said. The entire time she 
was stuck in the wedge it didn't even cross her mind that the gas 
wasn't affecting her like it was Peeta and Chaff. "No." Katniss fingers 
began to rub against her bow. "It didn't do a thing to me. | smelled it, 
but that was it." 


"Wait a minute," Johanna put up her hands. "Gas? I've never heard of 
tracker jacker gas." 


"It's the only thing | can think of," Katniss knelt down next to Peeta and 
began pouring water over his hands, cleaning them of the filth. 
"Peeta?" She lifted his chin with her finger. "It wasn't your fault. You 
thought he was trying to kill me. He was trying to kill me...both of us." 


"But | thought he was Cato, Katniss. Why?" 


Katniss began explaining her theory to everyone. "When | saw the 
hive up close | noticed a tiny screen covering the opening of the nest. 
It was obvious to me by the smell coming from it, that it had to be 
some type of gas and since it was coming from a tracker jacker 
nest..." She let the rest of her group put two and two together. 


"You say it didn't bother you at all, Katniss?" Beetee asked. 


"Only the smell, but | seem to be able to sniff things out like a 
bloodhound lately." 


"Hmmm," Beetee studied her for a moment then asked Peeta, "What 
were your symptoms?" 


Peeta lifted his gaze and said, "Everything was...shiny...kind of 
glowing except for Katniss. It was like she was the only thing that was 
real in there." 


"She may have been." Beetee said. "Did Chaff let onto what was 
happening with him?" 


"He thought we were Careers from his Games," Katniss answered. 
"What are you thinking Beetee?" 


"Peeta, if | ask you what your greatest fear as far as the Games go, 
what would your answer be?" Beetee waited for Peeta's obvious 
response. 


"For Katniss to be killed." 


"And who, in particular, did you fear the most while in the arena?" 
Beetee continued on his verbal quest for information. 


"This year or last year?" Peeta asked then immediately answered, 
"Doesn't matter. Cato was always my biggest fear as far as 
competitors go. He was ruthless. The entire time we were in the arena 
all he cared about was killing Katniss. Not just killing her...torturing 
her." 


"That explains quite a bit." Katniss and Peeta exchanged looks 
because Beetee hadn't explained a thing to them. "You see, the gas, if 
that's what it was, let's assume for the sake of argument that is was, 
caused you to live out your greatest fear and Chaff his. That's why 
everything was glowing, as you said, with the exception of Katniss." 


"Can you try speaking English just once, Volts," Johanna said on an 
exasperated sigh. 


"Ever been stung by a tracker jacker, Johanna?" Katniss asked her. 
"Nope," she answered. 


"They cause hallucinations....delusions. Last year | thought ants were 
boring out of my eyes and Glimmer was covered in green slime." 
Katniss paused before continuing, "Everything kind of sparkled, like 
Peeta said, because of the venom coursing through my veins." 


Beetee pointed a finger in the air, "Exactly!" he declared. "The tracker 
jacker gas caused a similar affect on Chaff and Peeta." 


Finnick was finally catching up. "Okay, | can get that part, but what 
about Katniss? Why wasn't she bothered by it like they were?" 


All eyes were on Beetee waiting for an explanation. "Now that gives 
me pause." Beetee wondered for a moment then said, "You would 
think the chemicals would affect all of us in the same way." His eyes 
opened wide then he began nodding his head slowly. "Can any of you 
tell me what makes Katniss different from the rest of us?" 


"She has bigger boobs than the rest of us," Johanna said in 
frustration. 


"She's pregnant," Peeta answered. 
Beetee almost smiled, "Right again." 


"Are you saying that stuff didn't bother me because I'm pregnant?" 
Katniss didn't believe it for a minute. "Why not? You'd think I'd be more 
susceptible to things like that." 


"On the contrary, a pregnant woman has specific proteins in her body 
that the rest of us lack. Your immune system is quite powerful. A 
woman's body automatically builds up a defense mechanism, if you 


will, to protect their growing fetus. It's only logical that this is why you 
weren't affected the same way as the men were, Katniss." 


Peeta gripped her hand. "The baby saved you." 


"Are you sure about this, Beetee?" Katniss cupped the spot under her 
navel. 


"You must admit there are changes you've been going through. We 
have all been privy to your bouts of nausea and sickness immediately 
prior to your meal consumptions," Beetee explained, "as well as, and 
forgive me for pointing this out as it is quite impolite, your outbursts of 
tears or anger. Those noticeable changes aren't the only thing 
happening inside of your body. Your chemical composition is also 
going through vast changes which is why, | believe, you were spared 
the same side effects that Peeta and Chaff went through." 


"Meanwhile, | wound up killing Chaff...Haymitch's..." Peeta buried his 
head against Katniss shoulder. "What did | do?" he spoke softly 
against her neck. 


Katniss lifted his face to hers. "You saved my life. Chaff was going to 
kill me and you stopped him." 


"Listen to Katniss, Peeta," Beetee said. "There was no way of avoiding 
your actions. You were experiencing a momentary spiral into a world 
where delirium and actuality were indistinguishable." 


"You did what you had to do," Johanna picked up the empty shells and 
walked to the tree she had tapped to refill them. 


Finnick placed a hand on Peeta's shoulder, "It could've been any one 
of us, Peeta. The important thing is that you and Katniss walked out of 
that hour alive." 


The lightning struck the tree causing all of them to look upwards, 
bringing their thoughts back to Beetee's plan. 


"Did you find out what you needed to about the tree, Beetee?" Katniss 
asked him. 


The man pushed his glasses which were perched on the bridge of his 
nose, up. "There is still much more I'll need to examine, but...yes, | did 
find out some very important information." 


"Good," Katniss noticed that the rats were roaming around the base of 
the trees again several yards away. "Peeta, I'm going to kill some of 
those so we can eat. Why don't you wash the rest of this..." she 
stopped herself before she said, blood, "...off of your hands." She 
looked around and saw Johanna walking up to them. "Johanna, would 
you mind taking Peeta to the tree you tapped so he can clean up?" 


She set down the shells full of water and said, "Nah. Come on, 
cinnamon buns. We'll get you washed up and looking as pretty as 
Finnick again." 


Peeta was still a bit out of it. He followed Katniss' directions when she 
told him to stand up and go with Johanna. Katniss was concerned that 
he might be in shock until she overheard Peeta say, "Cinnamon 
buns?" and Johanna's explanation of the nickname immediately 
following which brought a hint of a smile to Katniss' lips. 


Katniss shot four of the strange rat like creatures and brought them to 
Finnick who was standing guard over Beetee as he examined a piece 
of bark from the lightning tree. "Know how to skin and clean 
something like this?" She asked him. 


Finnick gave her a nod of his head. "Want me to do it away from you?" 


"Doesn't really matter," Katniss answered. "I'm just going to throw up 
before lunch anyway. Might as well get it out of the way now. | just 
can't clean these things myself." She could feel the tears burning in 
the back of her throat at the thought of skinning the creatures. She 
threw them to the ground and blew out a breath. "Friggin' hormones." 


The sight of Katniss leaning over by the side of a tree caused Peeta to 
run to her aid. "Katniss?" He immediately started rubbing between her 
shoulder blades and pulled her dangling braid towards her back. The 
sight of Finnick cleaning their lunch and cutting it into little cubes 
caught Peeta's eye. "I think we're going to have a girl," Peeta said to 
Katniss in a soft tone as her fingers dug into the bark of the tree she 
held onto for leverage. "It has to be a girl," a tender swirl of his hand 
against her back before the last of her, now dry heaves, shook her 
body. "If it were a boy, it would be like me. Very sweet. However, a girl 
would be just like you...a feisty little thing, full of fire and wreaking 
havoc." Peeta went down on his knees and cradled Katniss in his 
arms after she collapsed. "There you go." He stroked her head. "It's all 
over now. You're so strong, Katniss. Look at what you have to go 
through in here and then you turn around and keep up with the rest of 
us. Hell, you outshine the rest of us." He lifted her up in his arms and 
kissed her temple. "We'll get you some water and l'm sure you'll get 
your crackers soon, okay?" He could feel her nod as she tucked her 
head under his chin. The sight of the silver parachute floating down 
towards their group had Peeta saying, "See. There it is." 


Johanna was ripping open the chute just as Peeta knelt on the ground 
and set Katniss down. "Got her crackers here," she gave Katniss an 
almost concerned look. "She okay? That was a bad one." 


"She's fine." Peeta stroked Katniss' head and followed it up with a 
kiss. "Let's get you some water." 


Johanna handed him a shell. "Here, she can rinse with this." 


"I'm tired," Katniss spoke into Peeta's chest. There was no life left in 
her body. She felt like all the blood had been drained from her system. 


"Suck it up, fireball," Johanna ordered her. "Grow some balls and let 
that kid know who's boss." 


Peeta gave Johanna a little smile. "You heard her. Better show the 
baby who the parent is otherwise it'll be walking all over you when it 
gets older." 


"You two suck," Katniss said to the duo as she sat up, wanting nothing 
more than to lie down and curl into a ball. She took the cup of water 
and began her little ritual. By the time Johanna and Finnick had the 
meat and nuts ready to eat, Katniss was ready to devour an entire 
cow by herself. 


After lunch they headed back towards the ocean. Beetee gave them 
the afternoon off so he could work out the last of his plan. Finnick built 
a little hut out of some poles and grass mats. Peeta and Johanna 
collected water while Katniss stood guard. Once everyone had done 
their jobs they all took turns washing up. Finnick and Johanna chose 
the ocean while Katniss and Peeta chose to stand under the stream of 
fresh water from the tree he had tapped. When Finnick suggested that 
they rest since they had had the roughest morning, neither one of 
them complained. 


Peeta lay on his back with his arm over his eyes and Katniss' head 
against his chest, staring up at the mixture of dark green and brown, in 
the grass mat that was being used as a roof. He could see himself 
plunging the knife into Cato's... 'Chaff's,' he corrected himself, throat. 
Feel the warm blood spilling over his hands as he twisted the blade 
around in his jugular. ‘I'm sorry, Haymitch,' Peeta couldn't rid himself of 


the guilt over killing his mentor's friend. '| know how much he meant to 
you. l'm so sorry.' 


His body was tensing up underneath her chest and the sound of his 
heart was beginning to race. Katniss lifted her face to Peeta's, saw the 
clenched jaw, the tears dripping down the side of his cheek pooling in 
his ear and his arm hiding his eyes. There were countless times that 
he came to her aid not only in the arena, but at home, in the 
woods...her whole life Peeta had been there to take care of her and 
now he needed her. Chaff's death was weighing heavily on his mind. 
Regardless of the reason why Peeta killed him, the fact was, he took 
the man's life and that wasn't an easy thing for Peeta to deal with. 
Katniss scooted herself upwards until her face was lined up with his 
then gently lifted his arm away from his face. She had no clue how to 
help him and then it hit her. "Look at me Peeta," her voice was kind 
and loving. Peeta was unmoving until Katniss slowly turned him 
towards her. "Look at me," she quietly urged him. His tear filled blue 
eyes met her sorrowful grey ones. "What makes you happy, Peeta?" 


He swallowed lump after lump that was in his throat, fighting the 
onslaught of emotions that threatened to spill out of him. "You," he 
whispered hoarsely. 


Katniss brushed away his tears with the pad of her thumb, 
"Okay...me..." she wasn't as good at this as he was, but she was 
willing to give it her very best try. "Um...and when you think of me 
where am |?" 


"At home," he barely got the words out. 


"Okay, l'm at home...with you?" She asked and saw him nod. "What 
time of day is it?" 


Peeta placed his hand on her hip and sniffed. "Nighttime. Right before 
we go to sleep." 


The expression on Katniss' face softened into one of a woman in love. 
"Close your eyes, Peeta." She reached out and gently pulled him by 
the hip so he could lie on his side and face her. She lifted her leg and 
wrapped it around his. "We're home Peeta. We just finished eating 
dinner, which you cooked and | had three helpings of," she saw a little 
smile lift at the corner of his lips. "We're going to take a...shower or a 
bath tonight?" 


Peeta wrinkled his eyes a little then said, "Shower." 


"Okay, we're going to take a shower tonight. Can you see our 
bathroom?" Katniss asked him as she brushed her nose against his. 
They had both a shower and a tub. The tub had a shower inside of it, 
but it wasn't like the walk-in shower that was bigger than Katniss' 
bedroom in her house from the Seam. "Tell me about it." 


"The walls look almost like stone when we step into it, but once we're 
inside, the glass windows are like thick cubes of ice letting the light in. 
We're going to use the overhead shower tonight." 


"| love that one," Katniss kissed his cheek and ran her hand down his 
back. 


"Me too," Peeta sighed. 


"What shampoo are you using on me tonight, Peeta?" Katniss asked 
him. 


He inhaled through his nose as though he smelled it, "Lavender." He 
began to run his hand over her hair. "Whenever | smell that, | think of 
you." 


"No matter how many times | wash your hair or use that bar of soap 
you like so much," Katniss closed her eyes and imagined them 
together at home, "you always smell like a freshly baked cake." She 
cupped her hands behind his head and felt his lips press against hers. 
"We're getting dressed for bed now, Peeta. What are we going to 
wear?" 


"What we always wear," he said with a smile. "My pajamas." 


"Which ones?" Katniss could see him standing at their dresser drawer 
pulling out their garments for bed. 


"The red and white striped ones," Peeta opened his eyes and gazed 
at her. Even though he was in the arena, in his heart he was still in the 
confines of their bedroom holding out a soft shirt for her to put on. "We 
wore those on our wedding night. | love the way you look wearing my 
shirt. Do you remember that night?" 


Katniss met his gaze and kissed him softly before saying, "I 
remember. I'll never forget that night." 


"Me either," he pulled her closer to him and trailed his lips across her 
cheek until he reached her ear. "Let's go to bed now, Katniss." 


"Okay, Peeta," she threaded his blonde curls through her fingers. 
"Have | ever told you that this was my favorite part of the day?" 


"This is my favorite part of the day too," he spoke against her lips. "In 
this moment, when the worries of the day end, before the prospect of 
nightmares begin, life is perfect." They shared a kiss with their eyes 
delving into the others. "There's something | want to tell you...about 
the baby..." this was always the time of day in which they shared their 
thoughts...their secrets and he needed to let her know something 
important. "Katniss, | know we never wanted to have kids and when | 


found out about the baby | wasn't fair to you. | expected you to 
respond the same way | did at the news and when you didn't..." 


"Peeta," she tried to stop him from speaking. 


"It's okay, Katniss." He rested his forehead against hers. "Being a 
parent will grow on you...literally." 


"Peeta, | do want the baby." She told him. "| mean...it's here so of 
course | want it." 


"That's good, Katniss. I'm glad." He held her against him and thought, 
‘Wanting it and loving it are two different things.’ 


Katniss could see the jungle now, their little fantasy world was gone, 
shattered by Peeta's jolt of reality. Sounds of Finnick and Johanna 
splashing around in the ocean came from behind her. "Want to go in 
the water with Finnick and Johanna? Sounds like they're enjoying 
themselves." 


"Yeah. Sure." As they headed towards the sea Peeta said, "Thanks for 
that, Katniss. It helped." 


"Anytime." 


Finnick and Katniss dove for oysters, clams and mussels while 
Johanna and Peeta collected them in several bowls that Finnick had 
weaved. There was an overabundance of them on the ocean floor and 
Katniss was truly enjoying herself with Finnick who was constantly 
making funny faces at her beneath the water. At one point Katniss had 
to propel herself to the surface for air because she wanted to laugh. 
Of course Finnick popped up by her side, worried that he had gone 
too far, but Katniss only splashed him in the face prior to going back to 
work. When they collected more than enough food to feed them they 


sat down and began cleaning the shellfish. The mussels were a bit 
harder to clean than the clams and oysters so the group decided to 
leave those to Finnick. 


"Why do I have to do these?" He complained. "I can teach the rest of 
you how to do it." 


"Quit whining," Katniss and Johanna said at the same time and gave 
each other approving looks. 


"Better watch out Finnick, they're ganging up on you now," Peeta 
teased him. "If | were you, I'd shut up and clean those things without 
complaining." 


"Good idea," Finnick agreed. "If there are two women in this world | 
wouldn't want as enemies, it's those two." 


"You know Odair, you're not that stupid for a pretty boy," Johanna gave 
him a flirtatious wink. "Although | prefer it when you don't speak. | like 
my men to be gorgeous and obliging." she turned to Peeta, "Kind of 
like you cinnamon buns." 


Katniss let out a little laugh. "Back off, Johanna. Those buns belong to 
me." 


"Fireball, | was just admiring from a distance." Johanna leaned her 
head in Peeta's direction. "Though you do have a tight ass. Mmmm, 
mmm, mmm." 


Peeta let out a noise through his nose while he held back his laugh. 
"Katniss aren't you going to threaten her life or anything?" 


Katniss shrugged her shoulders. "Can't really argue the point. You've 
got a great butt. As your wife | think I'm going to take itas a 
compliment." 


"Now that's the sign of a secure relationship," Finnick grinned at 
Katniss when she didn't jump at Johanna's taunts. 


"Hey! Look at this!" Peeta opened up an oyster and in the center of it 
was a pearl. He held it in the palm of his hand and bent down in front 
of Finnick. "Did you know if you pressed on a lump of coal hard 
enough you got a pearl?" 


"No you don't," Finnick gave him a look like he was crazy. 


Katniss let out a little huff of laughter. "Stop it," she said in Effie's 
defense. 


"| said that with love," Peeta knelt in front of Katniss and held the pearl 
out to her. "I know | promised to get you a ring, but would you consider 
accepting a pearl instead?" 


Peeta had told her on their wedding day that they would get rings after 
they had their wedding ceremony for the Capitol audience. Thoughts 
of that day flashed through Katniss' mind. The service that seemed 
like a business transaction. The hesitation on her part when it came to 
changing her name, Katniss smiled a little thinking how glad she was 
that she was a Mellark now. Their toasting popped into her mind...the 
things Peeta had said to her...the things she had finally confessed, 
not only to him, but to herself as well. She looked into the startling 
blue eyes of the man she loved...the father of her child, and like the 
bolt of lightning that hit the tree, Katniss came to a shocking 
realization. "Peeta," she said softly as she closed her hand over the 
pearl he held out to her, "I love you. | love our baby." 


He questioned her with his eyes. After the things he had said to her 
earlier, Peeta wasn't sure if this was for the cameras or if this was 
actually Katniss telling him the truth. He wanted to believe it was the 
truth, but... "Katniss?" 


There was only one way to let him know she meant it from the 
deepest region of her soul. "Read my lips, Peeta." Her mouth moved 
but no sound came out, "I love this baby." A loving smile played at the 
corner of her lips, grey eyes sparkled into a pair of elated blue ones, 
as Katniss silently confessed, "I love our little banana nut." 
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Previously Peeta figured out the code that was sewn into his 
tuxedo. He had also given his father a key, told him to watch for 
signs of when to use it and asked him to keep his girls safe while 
he was gone. Effie asked Haymitch to bring along some extra 
people when they left the Capitol and I sort of introduced them to 
you already. Are you ready to find out who these characters are 
and how important they are to the rebellion? So far we've met the 
rebels...have fought alongside of them, but we're getting ready 
for Mockingjay: Broken Wings and now it's time to meet some 
bad guys. You never know if one of your favorite turns out to be a 
wolf in sheep's clothing. 


Thank you to my betas who started off with a much smaller 
chapter almost a week ago and then it grew and grew and grew... 
Thank you S and A and a special thanks to BB. She has been 
with me since...well almost since the beginning of the first story. 
BB stands for bouncing beta. She doesn't get the early stories, 
only every single idea i have in the middle of the night and 
various other times of the day. She has seen the first stages of 
these stories in idea forms and seen them come to life like the 
rest of you...when they're published. She does not tell me what to 
do with my ideas but will give me an occasional, oh thank God 
you're not doing that or I'm so glad you've chosen to go that way 
instead email. She is the only one that knows where these stories 
will go and where they will end and i have never said thank you 
for listening to my insane ramblings, so BB, you are my 
sanity...my shot of tequila in my margarita, the scotch to my 
burrito. Thank you! 


Let's go find out what's happening all over the nation in... 
Catching Fire: Rekindling 


Haymitch cringed as he watched Peeta kill Chaff then listened as 
Caesar and Claudius went into an explanation of the Gamemakers 
creating a diluted version of tracker jacker venom that would have a 
temporary affect on the tributes in the eleven o'clock hour. "Damn 
Gamemakers," he spoke under his breath. The two hosts went on to 
speculate that there must be something wrong with the first time 
weapon the Capitol scientists had designed since Katniss hadn't been 
bothered by the poison, but Haymitch didn't put anything past the 
Capitol. For all he knew, the poison could sneak up on the girl and hit 
her during the very last few minutes of the hour. "Effie! Where's the 
doctor?" He called out to her. 


"For criminy's sake, do we not have an indoor voice, Haymitch?" Effie 
chided him. "She is lying down. | insisted that she get some rest." 


"Well, get her up. | need to know what the hell is happening in there 
and how that's gonna bother Katniss," Haymitch sat on the edge of a 
chair and drank from a glass of tomato juice. Since his drunken 
outburst towards Effie he hadn't touched a drop of liquor. 


The night Effie had walked into their District Twelve suite to and 
caught the doctor and her Avox together it had caught her completely 
off guard; no one was as shocked as the pair themselves for what had 
happened afterwards. 


"Everyone leave the suite. There is no reason to waste the Capitol's 
precious resources when none of us will be here," Effie ordered the 
attendants and Avox alike to go. 


"What if | need something while they're gone?" Haymitch complained. 


Effie let out an exasperated huff of air. "Are you or are you not going 
to be at the party for the next four hours?" 


"Yeah," his nose twitched a little, but | might want something when | 
come back. 


"Fine," Effie pointed towards Darius. "You can keep this one and I 
shall keep that one by my side," she motioned for Lavinia, the 
redheaded female Avox to step behind her. "The rest of you go," she 
snapped. "Doctor, if we need you, we'll send for you. I'm sure you can 
take your own...thing with you." 


The doctor turned to her Avox and snapped her fingers then pointed at 
her medical bag. "Miss. Trinket, | shall see you in," she looked at her 
watch, "four hours." 


"Yes. It has been a pleasure." Effie gave the woman her trademark 
smile as they all left the District Twelve suite. An hour later Effie and 
Lavinia quietly entered the suite, removed their shoes and walked in 
stocking clad feet so the Capitol's surveillance couldn't hear them. 
Plutarch had assured them that there was no video in any of the suites 
provided to the teams, though they had been working on installing 
them that year, they kept running into broadcast difficulties...thanks to 
Plutarch's creativity. Effie had heard a noise coming from one of the 
private quarters and made motion for Lavinia to stand back. She 
peeked her head into the pitch black room, but didn't see a thing. She 
further entered the room then caught a glimpse of Dr. Valero's Avox' 
white skin practically glowing in the dark like a nightlight. 'Had the man 
been trying to pilfer from their room,' she wondered. Then she saw the 
doctor and in a split second everything became clear. They were 
looking for some privacy. Since no one was supposed to be in the 
suite for four hours, they thought they could find it here. Effie lifted her 
finger to her lips, signaling silence. The doctor as well as the Avox had 


a look of sheer horror on their faces, but Effie only smiled at them then 
made motion to Lavinia for her to enter the room. Effie pointed to the 
doctor's Avox then crossed her arms over her heart as though asking 
if she loved him. They didn't move. They were too frightened, 
obviously waiting for Effie to call the Peacekeepers who would surely 
kill the Avox then turn the doctor into one. Effie lifted her finger to her 
lips and thought for a second, came to a conclusion that they wouldn't 
trust her, but they might trust Lavinia and turned to the redheaded girl. 
She tapped her on the shoulder, and then made a hand motion for her 
to "go ahead," hoping the girl could silently persuade the people to 
trust her. Effie needed them to. If she let the doctor and her Avox 
leave without punishing them she'd be blowing her cover. She had to 
get them to hop on board and join their group. Lavinia was making 
thumbs up signs to them. Smiling...nodding her head and then she did 
something Effie would never forget. The redheaded Avox hugged Effie 
Trinket. Gave her an honest to goodness, from the bottom of her 
heart, hug which Effie returned. Effie stood there with her arm around 
Lavinia and placed her hand against her heart. She pointed back and 
forth between the doctor and her Avox and gave them a gentle smile 
and a nod of approval. The male Avox questioned Effie with his eyes, 
though Effie had never heard his voice, it rang through her head 
asking her, "Really? Is this really okay?" 


"Yes," Effie answered with a tilt of her head. "It is." She waved her 
hand for them to follow her and held up her finger to her lips for them 
to be silent then went about her business for the rebellion. 


"Mr. Abernathy," Dr. Valero stood next to his chair. "Miss. Trinket said 
you needed to speak with me." 


"Yeah," Haymitch pointed at the television screen. "What the hell is 
happening to them in there? Is Katniss going to be okay?" 


Dr. Valero watched the television for a minute than asked, "Do we 
know what it is that's being used in the arena?" 


"Katniss mentioned something about tracker jacker gas," Effie 
answered. 


"Caesar and Claudius confirmed it," Haymitch ran a hand down his 
face. 


"If they have turned the venom into a gaseous form then it has been 
greatly diluted. The residual effects of the tracker jacker toxin shouldn't 
last as long as a direct sting would." The doctor watched and listened 
closely, not pulling her attention away from the scene. "Beetee is 
correct. Considering how powerful the actual venom is from a tracker 
jacker, the poison must've been exceptionally weak, giving Katniss a 
greater edge in this instance. The combination of proteins and her 
strengthened immune system must be why she didn't experience any 
delirium." 


"Do we need to send in some medications or something?" Haymitch 
asked. 


"There is nothing to send," Dr. Valero told him. "When it comes to that 
particular toxin, there is nothing that can cure the damage that has 
been done. However, it appears that neither Katniss nor Peeta have 
any lingering symptoms." 


"So they're both going to be fine?" Effie asked. 


"They should be, though | can't say for certain." The doctor looked up 
at a male Avox and smiled then made a motion for something to drink. 
Within a minute he provided her with a tall glass of cranberry juice with 
a swirl of orange juice on top. She placed her fingers against her 
bottom lip then pulled her hand away. Effie stared at the Avox and the 


doctor and realized that they, like Katniss and Peeta, had a found a 
way to communicate with one another without the use of their voices. 
"Mr. Abernathy, all | can suggest is that we keep an eye on Miss. 
Everdeen while..." 


"Mellark," Effie didn't realize she said it until it came out of her mouth. 
"Peeta did say they got married, did he not?" 


Haymitch gave Effie a warning stare. "Yeah, he did." 


"Then | suggest we respect their unity and call her by the name she 
chose. Mrs. Mellark," Effie said it as though it were a matter of 
retaining proper manners. 


The doctor continued, "We can observe Mrs. Mellark while she's in the 
arena, but without a proper examination, | cannot guarantee there 
won't be any side effects from the events she's currently going 
through." 


"But the girl keeps showing signs of being pregnant...puking and 
stuff," Haymitch had hope in his voice, "That's a good sign, right?" 


"I am looking at it as such," Dr. Valero gave him a nod. "Though, she 
could also be dehydrated as well." 


"The way that girl is drinking and eating," Haymitch rubbed his hands 
together, "there ain't no way in hell she's dehydrated." Watching 
Katniss go through an exceptionally bad bout of morning sickness 
almost immediately following the doctor's warning gave Haymitch 
pause, but then he saw the girl drink shell after shell full of water. 
Johanna and Finnick refilled them for her four times and Katniss ate at 
least twice as much as everyone else did. Johanna had even 
whispered to Finnick on one of their treks to get the water that maybe 
they should just give Katniss the extra rolls that Beetee was holding 


onto. "That a girl, Johanna." Though they didn't suggest it to Katniss, 
because she claimed she was full, Haymitch felt secure in the 

knowledge that the rebels were not only willing to die for his kids, but 
do everything in their power to take care of their baby too. 'You did it, 
sweetheart,’ Haymitch thought to himself, 'You earned their respect.’ 


The afternoon dragged on, Effie continually checked her watch as did 
the rest of their team. Portia tapped Effie on the shoulder and pointed 
to the clock. It was time. She gave Effie a hug, the escort drew 
strength from the stylist that had turned into her dear friend and hoped 
everything would work out for the best. 


"Haymitch," Effie spoke to him in a soft voice. "Why don't we go to the 
party and allow the rest of our team to sleep for a few hours?" 


"Sounds great, Effie. | could use a drink," Haymitch was all too eager 
to hear what was going on amongst the Capitol sponsors. 


"Of course you could." Effie blew out an exasperated sigh. It was time 
to start building up to their disagreement. It would start while they 
were in public and finish in the ‘privacy’ of their suite. 


The party was in full swing and everyone was talking about Katniss, 
Peeta and Finnick. 


"To think, he's willing to sacrifice himself for the sake of their child. 
Who would imagine a tribute from another district offering to do such a 
thing?" 


"You know, | sponsored Finnick. Sent in some crackers for Katniss 
from District Four so he knows we're all on his side. That girl should 
have never been put in the arena this year." 


"Neither one of them should've been put in the arena. Why couldn't 
they just be allowed to live their lives...raise their family? It's a 
shame." 


"Personally, | think they'll bring Katniss out of the Games so their child 
will have a chance to live up to its parent's name in the arena." 


Effie lifted her finger for a waiter, "I'll take an iced tea please." She 
turned to Haymitch, "and he'll have the same." 


"And a whiskey...a double...no a triple," Haymitch added with a 
swarthy grin. 


"Can you please, for once, make an attempt at sobriety?" Effie flared 
her nostrils and pursed her lips. 


"Hey, l'm gonna drink the tea. | just wanted a whiskey chaser. That's 
all." Haymitch let out a loud laugh. 


"You make me sick," Effie's voice started to rise. "How many years do 
| have to put up with your ghastly behavior?" 


"You don't like it? Take a hike," he sat back with his arms resting on 
the chairs. 


Effie let out a burst of air and waited for their drinks to arrive. The plan 
was simple. Effie would drink her tea and pour the whiskey into the 
glass of ice thus making it appear as though Haymitch had polished 
off a triple shot of whiskey. Haymitch or Effie would switch glasses of 
tea and Effie would have to drink that as well. They would always 
have an empty glass of ice since they were both "drinking" iced tea 
and Haymitch's whiskey on the rocks could easily pass for the 
nonalcoholic beverage. With each order of iced tea Effie placed for 
herself, she'd insist that Haymitch be brought a glass as well telling 


him, if he was going to drink whiskey he would have to drink the tea 
too. To an onlooker it would appear that Haymitch's full glasses of tea 
were building up and his empty glasses of whiskey were flying off the 
table. At some point during their time together, Haymitch would begin 
to slur, act like an ass and be an exaggerated form of his usual self. 


"Effffffffffie," Haymitch slapped his hand against the table causing the 
glasses to tinkle together. "Whoooooooops,”" he mustered up a large 
belch and wiped his chin. 


"For criminy's sake, Haymitch. You are beyond intoxicated. We need 
to leave," Effie made to stand up, but Haymitch grabbed her by the 
arm, spilling all of their beverages on himself, the table and the floor. 
Now no one would know what was in them. "My word!" Effie tiptoed 
around the shattered bits of glass on the floor as several Avox rushed 
to clean up the mess. All eyes were glued to them just as they wanted. 
"Get your hands off of me you contemptible swine!" 


Haymitch made a face at her and laughed. "Aw, poor Effie Trinket. 
Stuck with the lowest of dis...districts. Know how maneee of these 
escorts would kill...KILL," there was spit dripping out of the corners of 
his mouth, 'to have Katniss and Peeta azz..." he stood up and 
stumbled, "as tributes!" 


"Do not speak to me in that tone." Effie barked towards a couple of 
Avox, "Take him to our suite before he falls flat on his face." 


Haymitch began to mimick her voice and let his head bob up and 
down. He dragged his feet along the hallway while the Avox lugged 
him to their suite. He reeked of the booze he had intentionally spilled, 
looked like a complete waste and kept mumbling about how much of a 
bitch Effie was. 


The people in their suite were all in on the plan with the exception of 
the doctor and her Avox who immediately rushed to Haymitch's side. 
"Mr. Abernathy," Dr. Valero had a mixture of concern and reprimand in 
her voice, "We must get you to lie down. You," she pointed at the 
Avox, "my bag!" The doctor began slapping two fingers against the 
veins in Haymitch's arm. "Alcohol is a temporary fix that can lead to 
permanent problems, Mr. Abernathy." 


"Dr. Valero,” Effie lifted her chin to the woman, "Please leave him to 
me. He doesn't deserve your care." 


"I am a doctor, Miss. Trinket. It is my responsibility to care for..." She 
stopped short when Haymitch sat upright and looked around the room, 
completely sober and holding his finger over his lips to silence the 
woman. 


"| do not care what you are!" Effie yelled at the doctor and pulled the 
computer out from its hiding place behind the marble table. "This man 
has been a pain in my side for too many years! He is a contemptible 
human being and doesn't deserve the kind of care you would give a 
common dog!" 


"A common dog!" Haymitch barked at her and began gathering their 
group together. Skip, stood with Lavinia. Portia with Darius and Annie. 
Effie would be in charge of the doctor and her Avox. "You're the bitch!" 


"You are just like those mongrels in the arena!" Effie screamed at the 
top of her lungs as she watched the computer screen. The final loaves 
of bread were sent in. 


"MONGRELS! MONGRELS?!" Haymitch yelled. There was a huge 
smile plastered on his face as he winked at Effie and gave her thumbs 
up sign. 


"What else can | call them? Oh, you three think you have been the 
answers to my prayers? Because | brought home two victors last year 
that meant something? IT DIDN'T MEAN A DAMN THING!" 


"Then why did you act like you gave a shit?" Haymitch's voice almost 
cracked he was screaming so loudly. 


"It's my job you moron!" 
"Your job! It's always been about your job!" 


"We're going to leave," Portia said over Haymitch and Effie's screams. 
"Doctor you should probably come with us." Haymitch began throwing 
stuff around the room and gave Portia and Skip a nod. They would 
now go to the District Four suite, which had been empty since no one 
was using it and once Plutarch cut the surveillance, they'd each make 
their way towards the rendezvous point. He continued to yell as they 
hurriedly left the room. 


The doctor stood up, but Effie shook her head and pressed the 
woman gently back down into the sofa. As Haymitch went on a rant 
about Effie and her single minded ambition, Effie wrote out two words 
across the frosting of a piece of cake, 'trust me,’ and showed it to the 
doctor and her Avox. The doctor nodded as Effie ate her note and 
began arguing with Haymitch again. "The worst day of my life was 
when those two entered it! Katniss and Peeta have done nothing but 
make my life a living hell!" She shook her head at the doctor letting 
her know that she didn't mean it. "They make me sick! | hope to God 
they die in that arena! With you as their mentor, they probably will!" 


"Oh! Oh! And what about your precious promotion!" Haymitch yelled. 
They went back and forth arguing with one another, at one point, after 
seeing Johanna have a meltdown on the television set, Effie picked up 
the tiny computer and showed it to the doctor. She was pointing at 


things on the screen, questioning the doctor with her eyes, watching 
as the physician responded with a head shake or a nod and yelling at 
Haymitch at the same time. ‘The woman is a hell of a multi-tasker. I'll 
give her that,’ Haymitch had to lift his hand to his mouth to stifle his 
laughter when he saw what Effie sent into Katniss from District Seven 
all while they were fighting. 


"Being appointed the escort to this district and not quitting is one of 
the biggest regrets of my life!" Effie was sitting down with her legs 
crossed and tapping her fingers against her crossed legs. 


"The biggest regret of my life was the day you walked into it!" Though 
Haymitch didn't mean it, he found the words to be abhorrent. He 
reached over and took Effie's hand in his, squeezing it all the while. "I 
HATE YOUR GUTS!" His head slowly shook from side to side. 


"| HATE YOURS!" She gave him a soft smile and brushed her thumb 
across his knuckles. "WITH EVERY OUNCE OF MY BEING! THAT IS 
IT! | QUIT! I AM LEAVING!" Effie stood up and walked towards the 
door; she gave Haymitch a little wave of her fingers, tucked the tiny 
computer down her blouse, her corset keeping it in place before 
putting on an angry face and storming out of the suite. She stomped 
down the hall, keeping her eyes on the televisions that lined the walls 
until a burst of static broke through the speakers immediately before 
the seal of Panem flashed onto the screen. She scanned the corridors 
for Peacekeepers; the coast was clear and headed straight back to 
where Haymitch waited for her. She dug her hand into her shirt and 
pulled out the little computer, pushed a couple of buttons and lifted her 
fingers to her throat. "We did it," she said softly. "It's down." 


"You sure?" Haymitch whispered. 


"Positive. They've lost all of the surveillance feeds." Effie answered as 
Chaff's image was displayed. "We need to go. Now!" 


"Let's move!" Haymitch jumped to his feet and raced to one of the 
rooms. "Got your disguise?" He waited for Effie to answer as he threw 
on the costume Portia had designed for him. "Effie?" Haymitch called 
out to her and figured she was probably getting dressed. When he 
was changed he ran into the main room deciding to go with her to the 
rendezvous point instead of leaving it up to her to meet him there. He 
was still afraid she'd stand him up and stay behind in the Capitol. 
"Hey, Trinkie?" He went from room to room in search of her and found 
nothing but emptiness. He collapsed into a chair and said quietly to 
himself, "You made me a promise, Trinkie. Don't let me down." 


Peeta's hands were grimy, covered with slime from the seafood he 
was cleaning, so he used his arms instead, wrapping them around 
Katniss' neck and pulling her to him for a kiss. "I knew it. | Knew you'd 
fall in love with our baby," he mouthed to her. 


Beside them Johanna said to Finnick, "I'm guessing this is one of 
those conversations I'd rather not hear." 


"How could | not fall in love with it?" Katniss mouthed back. "It's ours. 
I'm only sorry it took me this long to realize how | felt." She placed a 
soft kiss against his lips. "I love you both, Peeta," she whispered, "with 
everything that | am." She squeezed the pearl she held in her hand. 
"Thank you for my present," she tucked it neatly into the parachute 
that was tied to her belt. 


"You're welcome," he smiled brightly at her and noticed Johanna 
looking at them. "Want me to tell you what we were saying? It's good 
stuff." 


"Blech!" Johanna stuck her tongue out like she was puking. "Dear 
God, no. This one," she thumbed in Katniss' direction, "might like 
throwing up, but | hate the shit." 


"Speaking of..." Beetee interrupted the conversation, "You should 
probably eat a little something now Katniss so you can get that out of 
the way before dinner." 


"Good idea, Volts," Finnick gave the man a nod of approval. "I'm tired 
of watching the girl wretch while | eat." 


"Fine," Katniss poured some clean water over her hands and ate a 
few pieces of shellfish then waited for the onslaught to begin. When it 
didn't everyone suggested she eat some more. "They are kind of 
small. Maybe just a couple more." She ate two more oysters, 
remembering how slimy she thought they were when she tried them at 
the Capitol during the Victory Tour, she could barely stomach them 
back then but still nothing happened. Two more pieces, clams this 
time and nothing. "Okay, maybe it's not going to happen this meal." 
She started cleaning the last of the oysters and felt her stomach 
bubbling. "No such luck." 


Johanna sat back with Finnick and Beetee watching Katniss and 
Peeta go through the same thing they went through before each meal. 
"| couldn't do it," she rinsed off her hands. 


"Do what?" Finnick asked as he scrubbed at a mussel's shell with a 
handful of sand. 


"That," Johanna pointed towards Katniss. "How many times has she 
gone through that since she's been in the arena?" 


"Oh, it hasn't just been in the arena," Beetee said. "She told me earlier 
that it's been going on since the ride in on the tribute train. Apparently 


the mere scent of lamb stew brought it on. Their escort had to putin a 
request with the Capitol for it not to be served in Katniss' presence." 


"Get out of here?" Johanna turned to face Beetee. "Lamb stew?" She 
almost laughed until she remembered something. "Wait a 
minute...didn't they serve that the morning of the Games?" 


"That explains it," Finnick took a quick look in Katniss and Peeta's 
direction. "Peeta told Mags and | that she hadn't eaten a thing that 
day." 


Johanna had been furious when she saw the lamb stew and hot grain 
before entering the arena. She was certain the Capitol was catering to 
the whims of Katniss, but now she knew differently. "If the stew made 
her sick and she didn't eat that morning then | bet the other choice 
they served makes her sick too." 


Finnick could see the anger bubbling up within Johanna. "At least 
she's got options out here and we've been able to keep her fed and 
hydrated." 


"Still," Johanna shook her head, "I couldn't do it. Come into the arena 
knocked up..." All of the rebels Knew the choice to enter the Games 
had been up to the pair. The rebels could have tried to get them out of 
their district before Reaping Day if Katniss and Peeta had wanted 
them to. 


"Yeah," there was pity in Finnick's tone, "I don't know how either one 
of them are keeping their wits about them with all they're going 
through in here." 


"How are any of us?" Beetee asked. "We tap into our strengths and 
the victors from District Twelve seem to have it in spades." 


"Here comes her parachute." It landed in Finnick's lap. 


"Holy shit, it's actually something for you Finnick," Johanna leaned 
over to see what was inside. 


He shrugged, rinsed off his hands and opened it up. Finnick smiled 
when he saw the package of soda crackers. "Thank you District Four. 
I'm sure Katniss will appreciate these." 


Johanna raised her brows and dropped her jaw. "Your district sent her 
a gift?" 


"Johanna, | believe your district did the same earlier," Beetee said to 
her. "Weren't you the one that received the package of crackers 
before lunch?" 


"Yeah, but...| thought..." She snarled her lip a little, "...no...no. 
Haymitch's aim was off. That's it. The guy's a drunkard." 


"Are you sure?" Finnick asked. "Have you ever received a gift meant 
for another tribute before?" 


"Son of a..." Johanna's shoulders slumped. "My district sent her 
crackers. Well, shit." She looked up and said, "Guess | gotta say 
thanks now." 


Beetee and Finnick let out a laugh as Katniss and Peeta joined their 
group. "What's so funny?" Peeta asked. 


"Nothing," Johanna glared at the two men that were still chuckling. 


Finnick handed Katniss the parachute. "Got your crackers here, 
Katniss." 


"Thanks, Finnick." She nibbled on them just as another parachute was 
sent in directly in the center of the group. "What's that?" 


Beetee opened it up. "More rolls from my district and a pot of red 
sauce." 


"That should be good for the shellfish," Finnick said it as though he 
couldn't wait to dig in. "We'll wait for you tonight, Katniss." 


"No. Don't. I'm not sure I'll be able to eat anything other than these 
crackers." 


"We'll give you a couple of minutes anyway," Finnick insisted. "Beetee 
why don't you count the rolls while we wait for Katniss." 


She was sick of watching them stare at the pile of seafood. "It's been 
over five minutes since I've finished my crackers and | still can't eat. 
Please stop waiting for me," Katniss insisted. "I'm telling you, | can't 
stomach this tonight. | can barely handle the smell of it." 


"Maybe you should use your little stick?" Peeta suggested. 


Katniss shook her head. "No. My sense of smell has been an asset to 
us in here. I'm not using that stick unless | absolutely have to." 


"Katniss you have to eat something. Think we have time to hunt?" 
Peeta asked her. 


"No, and | don't have the strength Peeta. | think I'm just going to lie 
down for a little while." She tried to stand up, but her legs were too 
wobbly. "Peeta, can | borrow your lap?" 


"Come here, sweetheart," Peeta pulled her into his arms, "I'll take care 
of you." He repositioned himself so Katniss could lie down with her 
head resting against his thighs. 


"Peeta," Katniss closed her eyes. "Don't call me sweetheart." 
"Sorry," he tucked a stray hair behind her ear. "Get some rest." 


Johanna gave Finnick a concerned look. "She needs to eat. If we're 
going to pull off this plan tonight, then fireball needs to be able to hike 
through the jungle." By this point everyone in their group had eaten 
enough seafood to feed a family of eight. 


"I'll be fine," even Katniss didn't believe herself when she said it. 
"Maybe | can...no...1 can't." 


"What?" Johanna asked impatiently. "What can't you do?" 


"Eat this stuff. I'm not sure why it's bugging me so much tonight, but it 
is," Katniss rubbed her rumbling stomach. "And I'm so hungry." 


"Shit!" Johanna stood up and stormed towards the beach yelling, 
"Shit!" 


Katniss looked towards her allies and said, "Sorry. Didn't mean to piss 
off Johanna, but this kid is being temperamental tonight." 


"It isn't your fault, Katniss." Finnick gave her a brotherly smile. "You've 
got a fussy baby on your hands." 


"| told her it's going to be a girl," Peeta began explaining his theory to 
Finnick and Beetee as Johanna began having a little rampage along 
the shore. 


"Okay, this is a crock of shit!" Johanna stomped her feet on the sand. 
"The one time we need her to eat and she can't eat! No, she can eat; 
she just can't eat what we've got!" She began pacing back and forth 
trying to prevent the steam from coming out of her ears. 'Wait a 
minute,’ she thought to herself. ‘Damn it! | hate being nice.' She blew 


out a huge breath and faced the ocean. "All right. Listen up. If I've got 
any sponsors out there I'm putting in a request for some food for 
fireball, and not lamb stew either. That shit makes her puke. No 
seafood or rat or any of the shit we've had to eat in this stinking hell 
hole. Send her in something...something...you know..." Johanna 
gave her shoulder a little shirk, "...good for that brat of hers. 
Fruits...vegetables...meat! The girl needs some damn protein! Maybe 
some milk or something with vitamins..." Johanna began walking back 
toward her group then stopped and turned around, "Oh yeah, and 
send in a pot of that chocolate shit she ate by the spoonful when we 
were in the Capitol." 'Well, Johanna,’ she thought, 'if you're gonna do 
something nice for someone, you might as well go all out.’ 


"Feel better, Johanna?" Katniss asked her. "I Know | usually do after | 
scream and yell." 


"| love it when you scream and yell," Peeta bent down and thoroughly 
kissed her. 


"Pig," Katniss smiled against his lips. 
"Want another roll, Katniss?" Beetee asked her. 


She shook her head. "Those things make me sleepy as hell and | 
already feel like passing out for the night." 


"Yes, the bread from my district is a bit on the dense side," Beetee's 
brow furrowed. 


"Don't worry you guys. I'll be fine. I'll drink water and get some rest 
and...what's that?" The large silver parachute headed straight for 
Johanna. "What did you get Johanna?" 


She lifted the silver dome off of the large platter. "This isn't mine. It's 
yours." 


"How do you know it's for Katniss?" Peeta asked. 


"Because you need to have sex to get pregnant and there's prenatal 
vitamins in there," Johanna handed the tray over to Katniss. 


"Go ahead, Katniss," Peeta's whole face lit up with a smile. "Look 
inside." 


Katniss sucked in a huge breath when she saw what was beneath the 
silver dome. Tender grilled chicken breast, thin slices of roast beef 
with a side of mushroom gravy, asparagus, broccoli, roasted potatoes 
and onions, a large bowl of sliced fruit, a package marked prenatal 
vitamins and... "Oh my God! Chocolate! It's chocolate, Peeta!" She 
stuck her finger into the pot and licked it off making a satisfied groan 
as she sucked on her finger. "Dear Lord that's superb. Oooh and 
District Seven bread." Katniss leaned over and said, "Johanna this is 
my favorite bread. Okay, who wants what? Peeta, | Know you want 
some fruit. Johanna? How about some of this bread from your district 
or some chocolate? Or both!" 


"| don't want a thing, Katniss," Peeta held up a hand, brushing her off. 
"I'm more than stuffed from this feast we had tonight." 


"Me too," Finnick sat back. "Nothing for me, thanks." 


"Me either," Beetee smiled at her. "However, | do appreciate the kind 
gesture." 


"Johanna?" Katniss asked. "Come on. You have to have some of this 
with me. Some chocolate? Beef?" 


"Nah. I'm good." There was something Johanna wanted, but she'd 
never admit it. 


"Johanna," Katniss held out a slice of bread to her. "Take this. 
Everyone has been able to have a little slice of home while they were 
in the arena, but you." 


Johanna took the bread without looking at it. She shoved about half of 
the still warm bread into her mouth and tasted home. "Thanks, 
Katniss." 'Considering she gave you what you wanted and you didn't 
even have to ask for it," Johanna thought to herself, 'the least you 
could do is call her by her name. Don't get used to it fireball.’ 


"I'm going to clean up this mess so Katniss won't have to smell it while 
she eats," Finnick began scooping up shells into an empty bowl. 
"Want to give me a hand Johanna?" 


"Yeah. Sure," she said with her mouth full of the last of her bread. 


As they dumped the shells into the sea Finnick said, "Boy, Haymitch's 
aim must really be off. Imagine two of Katniss' gifts getting sent into 
you by mistake." 


"Yeah," Johanna glowered treacherously at Finnick. "Imagine that." 


"What on earth are you doing home so early?" Hazelle was just about 
to put dinner away. 


Gale walked into his house, took off his boots, went to the sink to 
wash up and said, "You were right, mom. They went back to normal 
shifts today. | was let off at six." 


"Well, isn't that good news?" She began plating up his food for him. 


"Gale!" Posy ran up to him and hugged him from behind. "You're 
home!" 


"Hey there Rosy Posy!" He smiled down at his sister. "I'm covered in 
coal dust so you better be careful not to get dirty." Gale turned to his 
mom, "I'm going to change before eating. Be right down." He might 
have worked twelve hours in the mines, but it felt like he had been 
given a vacation. He hadn't been home before dark on a work night in 
so long he had forgotten how nice it was to have a few extra hours for 
himself. "Where'd you get the meat for this stew? It's really good," he 
asked his mother. 


"Apparently Haymitch had forgotten to stop his grocery order in town 
and it was delivered here instead. | told them to give him store credit, 
but they said they were instructed to give me any of his extra 
purchases." Hazelle answered. 


"Yeah," Gale said with a smirk. "He forgot to stop his groceries." Gale 
made a mental note to thank Haymitch when he saw the man again. 
He'd done a lot for his family over the past few months and he was 
taking care of Catnip while she was in the arena. "So anything happen 
in there today?" 


Hazelle's expression changed to one of sadness. "Katniss and Peeta 
got caught in the eleven o'clock hour." 


Gale's fork was dangling from his fingertips. "Are they all right?" 


"Physically, but mentally...1 don't think Peeta will ever recover," 
Hazelle sighed before explaining the events that took place. 


He ran his hand through his hair and shook his head in utter shock. 
"So Peeta thought he was fighting Cato? Thank God he didn't mistake 
Katniss for a Career too," Gale didn't even want to imagine what 
would've happened then. "Bet the Gamemakers were hoping for 
something like that though. Hoping that they'd turn on each other in 
there." 


"Well, they didn't," there was pride laced in Hazelle's voice. "Peeta 
wanted nothing more than to protect Katniss." 


"How's she been doing otherwise?" Gale asked. "Holding up okay?" 
The answer to his question came immediately after asking it. "Holy 
cow. Has she been throwing up like that this entire time?" 


Hazelle didn't want to worry Gale with it since Katniss seemed to 
bounce back from her spells fairly quickly so she hadn't been telling 
him about it when he inquired about Katniss' welfare. "Nothing to 
worry about. Most women go through that sort of thing when they're 
expecting." 


"Yeah, but Katniss has had it really bad," Rory chimed in. "She's been 
puking up a storm. | swear every single time | turn on the television 
she's got her head buried next to a tree and Peeta's rubbing her 
back." 


"That's enough Rory," Hazelle gave him a stern look. 
"What if she gets dehydrated out there?" Gale turned to his mother. 


"The girl has been eating and drinking more than this entire family 
combined." Hazelle picked up her sewing kit and began mending 
someone's laundry item. "Like | said, no cause for concern." 


They sat and watched the Games, Gale worried regardless of what his 
mother said, and all of them were blown away by Johanna Mason's 
request to her sponsors on Katniss' behalf not to mention the platter of 
food that was sent into her. Gale could barely watch when he saw 
Peeta and Katniss' reaction to Chaff's image in the sky then 
questioned his mother about Beetee's plan. 


"Do you understand what he's trying to do, mom?" 


"Not a clue, but the man seems to think it'll kill the Careers, so..." 
Hazelle shirked her shoulders. "The way | figure, anyone smart 
enough to win their Games with a piece of wire, must be smart 
enough to kill a Career with one too." 


"Okay, so let's say they do kill the Careers...the only ones left after 
that are the people in their alliance. Then what? Do they just start 
killing each other?" Gale turned his attention towards the television 
set. "I can't believe Katniss didn't think of that." 


"No, she mentioned breaking away from the group earlier in the day, 
but she and Peeta decided to wait until the Careers were dead," 
Hazelle told him. "They talked it out; though | have no clue what they 
said...don't think anyone in the world knows what they were saying..." 


Gale's expression instantly turned to envy, "They were doing that thing 
again, weren't they?" 


Hazelle nodded, "How on earth they can understand one another is 
beyond me. They don't even look like they're moving their lips." 


"One of the girls in my class says they can read each other's minds," 
Posy was rocking back and forth on her hands and knees. 


"Wouldn't surprise me in the least if that were the case," Hazelle lifted 
her eyes to the television screen and saw an image of the Careers on 
one side making their way towards the ocean and Katniss' group on 
the other side heading for the lightning tree. 


"| hate it when they do that," Gale mumbled to himself. 


"Okay, time to get ready for bed," Hazelle spoke to the rest of her kids 
as Gale concentrated on the television. "Don't stay up too long." She 
placed a kiss on the top of his head. "Night, Gale." 


"Night, mom." Gale sat back on the sofa and tried to figure out what 
Beetee was talking about when he went into detail about the plan he 
had worked out. When he heard the final details of it, his heart sank. 
"Don't do it," he spoke to both Katniss and Peeta. Gale took the steps 
that led to the second story of his house two at a time and broke 
through his mother's door without knocking. "Mom," he shook her 
sleeping form, "You need to come downstairs." He ran back to the 
television set and saw Katniss and Peeta performing an all too familiar 
action. Peeta dropping to his knees and placing his face against her 
stomach and Gale listened as Peeta spoke to his child. "Don't do it," 
Gale willed them not to separate from one another. 


"What's going on?" Hazelle asked with a nervous tremor in her voice. 


"Beetee just revealed the last part of his plan. He wants to separate 
Katniss and Peeta." Gale faced his mother. "They're going to kill them, 
mom. They're not going to kill the Careers. They're going to kill Catnip 
and Peeta." 


The events that took place after that had both Gale and his mother 
chilled to the bone. Everything going on inside of the arena was 
complete chaos. There were multiple boxes on the television screen 
showing every tribute and what they were doing. Gale couldn't keep 


his focus on any one screen. It was all a complete blur. The wire that 
was supposed to be run from the tree to the ocean had been cut, not 
by a Career, but by one of Katniss' own allies. There was fighting 
amongst Peeta and one of his own allies, blood...Peeta's blood, 
pouring out of him after his ally gravely wounded him. Johanna Mason 
was screaming that she was going to kill Peeta. The sound of a 
cannon announcing someone's death and their voices...their 
desperate cries calling out to one another like beacons of sound in the 
night. 


"Katniss!" Blood had stained Peeta's white undershirt a deep dark red. 
His voice cracked as he yelled out to her, "Katniss!" 


"Peeta! Peeta!" Katniss was visibly shaking as she scanned the 
woods for him. Her bow was trembling in her grip, but not as much as 
her voice as she called out, "I'm here, Peeta!" 


Gale couldn't breathe. He felt as though he were drowning in the 
ocean that filled his television screen. The moment the lightning hit the 
tree, Gale's screams sounded much like Peeta's had in the arena, 
"Katniss! Katniss!" The screen went black. "NO!" 


"Dear God!" Hazelle was scared stiff. "What happened? Did Beetee 
accidentally blow them up?" 


Gale began rocking back and forth, his whole body felt like ice. "She 
can't be dead. She can't be," he started mumbling to himself. "No. 
No." He began walking back and forth in their living room. "She's not 
dead." There was a pressure building up in his chest, like a two 
hundred pound cinder block was on his chest. He threw open his front 
door and stepped into the night air. He couldn't stop gasping and 
pounding at the dirt with clenched fists. His mind began to race, 'If she 
were dead, you'd feel it. You'd know. She's not dead.’ Gale gulped in 
as much air as he could. There was a tiny crackling noise then 


everything around him went black. His eyes darted around their 
district. The power had been cut. Not having power was nothing new 
for Gale, but since the new Head's arrival, there was always some 
form of electricity flowing through their district. Gale stepped to the 
road and looked towards Victor's Village. The large street lights that lit 
up their private neighborhood were dark. He began to walk backwards 
towards his house. "Mom," he spoke quietly. "Mom," his voice got 
louder as he ran into their home. He found her digging through a 
drawer looking for some matches. "Mom. Wake up the kids." 


Hazelle lit the candle and placed the glass dome over it. "Why? 
What's going on?" 


"| don't know, but something's wrong." Gale got his game bag and 
began stuffing whatever he could inside of it. "Have them dump out 
their school bags and pack only essentials. Make them put their 
clothes on in layers...socks...lots of socks and underwear." Gale 
turned to his mother who was just standing there staring at him. "Now, 
mom! Do it!" It was winter when Peeta had asked Gale for help just in 
case he and Katniss had to make a run for it. Gale had told Peeta he 
wasn't going to run. He was going to stay and fight only now there was 
something in the pit of Gale's stomach that told him it was his turn to 
make a run for it. "Hurry up!" He called up the stairs to his mother and 
began packing matches, candles and jugs of water. The first sound of 
the hoverplanes flying overhead came about fifteen minutes after the 
coverage of the Games had ended and had Gale racing outside to see 
what was happening. "Holy shit." In the distance he could see the fire 
burning bright. Town Square had been hit with a firebomb dead on. 
"MOM!" Gale ran into the house just as his family was coming down 
the stairs. "We have to go! Now!" 


"Where are we going, Gale?" Hazelle held her smallest child in her 
arms and followed her oldest. 


"To the meadow. There's no coal dust there. No wooden houses...the 
fence to the woods is right there." He looked up and saw the planes 
heading straight towards the Seam. "Run! Run!" People from their 
district were beginning to run from their homes and follow the 
Hawthorne family. Gale sought out as many of his fellow coalminers 
as he could. "We've got to get this fence down. The power is off so it's 
harmless." A plane flew overhead and dropped a bomb too close for 
Gale's comfort. "We've got to hurry up and get these people to safety." 
Together a group of men, quickly joined by anyone that felt strong 
enough, pushed the chain linked fence down and walked over it, 
entering the once forbidden woods that was now their only refuge from 
the deadly flames. 


"Where to?" Someone asked Gale. 


All eyes seemed to be on him. He looked around at the rapidly 
growing group of people, 'Where to?' He wondered. He had to get 
them further away from their district. "The lake." Gale turned to his 
mother. "Katniss talked about a lake with Peeta the first day in the 
arena. It's got to be in here somewhere." 


"She talked about it today too," Hazelle told him. "Said her father used 
to take her there when she was little...it sounded like a special place 
they shared." 


"What else did she say about it, mom?" 


Hazelle tried to think about the conversation, "Um...said her father 
taught her about waterfowl there and...um..." 


"Showed her the katniss root she was named for," someone from the 
group spoke up. 


"Yes," Gale said quietly under his breath. 


"Do you know where it is, Gale?" Rory asked. 


"Yup." Gale started walking ahead of everyone. "When we were first 
coming out here, she pointed towards a section of the woods and said 
she was named for a root out there, but every time | wanted to go that 
way, she said it was too dangerous. Her father had always warned her 
never to go into that part of the woods. Now | know why." If it was 
something special that she shared with her father, then she wouldn't 
have told anyone about it...anyone but Peeta. They walked for over 
an hour heading straight for the lake before Gale stopped at the sight 
of a flower; his heart had suddenly fallen to the pit of his stomach. 
Gale bent down and plucked it from the earth. He had let his emotions 
get the best of him when he saw what had happened in the arena, felt 
distress creep up on him when the power was cut and you could hear 
the sound of an insect's wings in their district, went into automatic 
savior mode at the first sight of the Capitol's hoverplanes dropping 
bombs on the town square and not once did he stop and put things in 
perspective...try to make any semblance of a plan. 


"What's wrong?" Hazelle asked him quietly. 


There was only one word he needed to say for his mother to 
understand why the blood had quickly drained from his face. He held 
the flower out to his mother and said, "Primrose." 


"Mr. Mellark, do you think Peeta's right?" Prim sat at the dining room 
table and buttered a slice of brioche, Peeta's latest special delivery. 
"Do you think Katniss will have a girl?" 


"Who knows?" He cut into the piece of rabbit on his dinner plate. "But 
the boy did make a good point. That baby is giving them a world of 
grief in that arena." 


Evelyn let out a small tinkle of laughter. "I think Peeta's exactly right. | 
was the same way when | was pregnant with Katniss. | couldn't even 
have a snack without losing it first then going back to finish it off." 


"Well, that was awfully nice of Johanna to ask for all that food," Prim 
grinned. "And | loved the idea about waiting to eat dinner until Katniss 
ate, Mr. Mellark. Now it's like we're all eating together." 


"Yeah, but | think she got the better meal out of all of us," Evelyn gave 
Prim a little smile. "With the exception of the bread that is." 


"Don't know about that. I've had that District Seven bread Peeta and 
Katniss are so fond of. He made it for me a few times and it's pretty 
darn good. Bing bit into his own slice of bread. "Now | haven't had that 
French toast they keep talking about..." 


"Oh, | have," Prim's eyes lit up. "It's so yummy." 


"You're going to have to tell me how to make that, Primrose." They 
finished up their meal in silence and watched the Games. Peeta's 
father heard a tiny bit of static coming from the television as well as 
somewhere in the room they were sitting in. "Did you hear that?" The 
seal of Panem was on TV and was followed up by the anthem. 


"What?" Prim asked. 
"| did," Evelyn gave Bing a curious glimpse. "Static." 


"That happens sometimes before they play the anthem,” Prim said as 
she took her empty plate to the kitchen. 


Bing leaned over and questioned Evelyn with his eyes, afraid to say a 
word about the noise they heard, not only on the television set, but 
above them as well. Evelyn let her glace float upwards then back 
down to Bing's and nodded. 


"| have a good idea," Bing stood up and gathered the dinner plates. 
"What do you two ladies say to a change of pace?" 


"What did you have in mind?" Evelyn asked. 


"Why don't we get out of here for a little while and watch the Games 
somewhere else? Take a walk to the Town Square?" Bing suggested. 
"You did say that Prim could stay up to see how Beetee's plan played 
out so...why not get out of here? We can worry about the dishes 
later." 


"What do you say Primrose?" 
Prim gave her mom a smile. "I say yes." 


"Good." Bing stopped Evelyn from shutting off the television and the 
lights. "Don't want you all coming home to a dark house." 


"So where are we going?" Prim asked the second they stepped out of 
their house. "To town?" 


"Nope." Bing glanced around Victor's Village to make sure they were 
the only ones there and headed for Peeta's house. He left the curtains 
shut, didn't turn on the lights and said to them, "We can speak freely 
here. Peeta's home is safe." 


"Bing what was that noise?" Evelyn asked as she walked over to the 
television and turned it on, keeping the volume on low. "Prim, don't 
turn that light on." 


"I'm thinking the Capitol was probably trying to tweak the surveillance 
in your house and tried to disguise it by blending it in with the noises 
from the television," Bing went into the kitchen and put on a pot of tea. 
"I'm not too comfortable with the two of you staying there alone 
anymore, Evelyn. My son asked me to take care of you and | can't do 
that when you're over there and I'm over here." 


Prim sat on the floor in front of the television and listened to the 
conversation going on between her mother and Peeta's father instead 
of what was happening in the arena. 


"Bing, | understand that you feel responsible for us while Peeta's 
away, but you're a married man. | refuse to stay under the same roof 
with..." 


"Okay. Okay," he held his hands up, stopping her before she could go 
on. "How about this, since we're going to be watching the Games 
pretty late tonight. You can stay here this evening and tomorrow we'll 
figure out how | can rush through a divorce," he crossed his arms then 
leaned against the counter with a sly grin. 


"If your son is anything like you, it's no wonder Katniss couldn't say no 
to him," Evelyn grinned back at him. "I'll think about it." 


Prim turned up the volume on the television a little bit and wondered 
why they had to keep the house dark. "Hey mom? Is there any reason 
why | can't turn the light on?" 


"No one knows I'm staying here Prim," Bing answered. "My wife 
doesn't want to let on that we've split up...she's trying to save face 
and Peeta thought it would be a...safe place for us to stay every now 
and then." 


"Gale knows," Prim said. 


"Gale's not one for gossip," her mother said. "Speaking of, have either 
of you spoken to him at all?" 


"Nope." Bing gave his head a shake. 


"Me either," Prim grimaced. "It's too bad he never really got over 
Katniss." She rested her jaw against the palms of her hands and 
stared at the television. "He and Peeta were turning out to be really 
good friends. | think Peeta would have been just as good for Gale as 
he is for Katniss. Help him with all those anger issues and stuff. Oh 
well...Gale's loss. When Peeta and Katniss come home, he's going to 
be very disappointed to have lost both of his friends." 


"Both?" Bing whispered to Evelyn. 


She nodded. "She's back to that again. Absolutely sure that they'll 
both make it back alive." 


A tray filled with pastries Bing had baked earlier in the day and three 
cups of tea was brought into the living room as they gathered around 
the television to watch the Games. They kept their comments to a 
minimum until they heard Beetee explain his plan in detail. 


"Mom, do you think he's trying to trick them?" Prim moved to the sofa 
and sat between the baker and her mother. 


The thought had crossed her mind the moment she heard what 
Beetee had said. "I don't think so. Katniss and Peeta's allies have 
been doing everything in their power to protect them. Why would they 
hurt them now?" 


Prim knew the answer. "Because once the Careers are dead the only 
ones left in the arena are the five of them. They're going to have to 


fight each other." She grabbed her mother's hand. "Mom, | don't have 
a good feeling about this." 


"Maybe they won't go for it," Bing didn't have a good feeling about it 
either. "Peeta won't want to separate from Katniss." 


Katniss was shaking her head. "No. | don't like this at all." She turned 
to Peeta and started mouthing something to him then he started 
mouthing something back. Peeta took her by the arm and led her to 
an area away from the rest of the group. Their conversation was 
silent, but it was obvious they were having a fight. "Hell, no! You are 
not throwing that in my face now." 


"Too bad, Katniss. You said | could win the next two fights and I'm 
using this as my second win," Peeta stared her down. 


"Peeta, think about this," she was pleading with him. "If this plan 
works, then we're the only ones left out here. At that point we have to 
kill each other." 


Peeta started to mouth something to her again only this time he put 
his hands over his face so no one could see his lips moving, but 
Katniss. Her eyes grew wide, her jaw practically hit her feet and then 
she lifted her hands to cover her face too. 


"Gosh, | wonder what they're saying to each other." Prim started 
gnawing on her bottom lip. "It must be serious if they're hiding their 
lips from the Gamemakers." 


From the moment Bing heard the little burst of static inside of the 
Everdeen house he had a horrible feeling. After seeing what his son 
was willing to do in the arena and hearing Prim's point about the 
serious nature of their conversation the feeling was getting worse and 
worse. He stood up from the sofa and began going over a plan in his 


head. He gave Prim and Evelyn a once over, making sure they were 
wearing decent shoes and clothes before saying, "I'll be right back. 
Evelyn, | need your house key." A curious expression crossed her face 
before she handed it to him. "Stay away from the windows and don't 
open the door for anyone," he told both women. Bing peeked out the 
door to make sure no one was in their village then raced across the 
street. He searched Prim's bedroom, found what he was looking for, 
and then moved onto Evelyn's room. He hit the apothecary, filled up 
the large bag that Evelyn took with her on home visits and gave the 
house one last look. When he entered Peeta's house he threw the 
clothes and boots he gathered for the women at them and said, 
"Change into these." 


"Bing, what's going on?" Evelyn asked him. 


He glanced at the television set and saw what was happening, what 
his son and Katniss were doing...what all of the tributes were doing. 
"It might be nothing, it might be something, but just in case we need to 
be prepared." 


"For what?" Prim held her clothes in her arms. 


"Honestly, Primrose...| don't know." Bing sat on the edge of the sofa. 
"Do me a favor though...humor me and go into the bathroom and 
change." 


Evelyn stuck out her hand and said, "Come on, Prim. Let's go." She 
gave the television screen one last look then headed for the restroom. 


Bing moved closer to the television screen, knelt in front of it and 
spoke softly to the image of Peeta who was screaming out Katniss' 
name. "Is this what you were warning me about, son? You said I'd 
know when the time came to use the key. Has the time come?" He got 


his answer within minutes. Bing started banging on the bathroom door, 
"Ladies you need to hurry." 


"Almost done," Prim called out to him. 


The second the door opened Bing gripped Prim's hand and spoke in a 
hushed tone. "I'm going to ask you two to trust me and not ask any 
questions right now. Follow my orders and don't say one word. Not 
one. Understand?" They both nodded. Bing gave Prim's braid a tiny 
tug, much like his son used to do to her, and said, "Good girl. We're 
going out the back window." 


As they walked through the living room Prim noticed that the television 
screen was black. She wondered what had happened to the 
Games...Peeta...her sister...but the baker had warned them not to 
ask any questions. Told them not to talk and he had that look in his 
eyes, the same one Peeta got when he was trying to save Katniss in 
the arena. That was how Prim knew, whatever the man was 
concerned about, had to be a matter of life and death. 


Bing went through the window first, then lifted the women out one by 
one and set them down on the grass. He scanned their surroundings, 
took Prim's hand and motioned with his head for Evelyn to take Prim's 
other one. Evelyn's medical bag was in his free hand and he wished 
he had a third so he could hold onto the knife he had in his belt for 
protection. Slow footfalls across the soft grass behind the large 
mansions of Victor's Village led them towards their destination. The 
three of them stopped short when they heard the uniformed stomping 
of heavy boots in the street. Bing held up a hand for Prim and Evelyn 
to stay put, set down the black bag and pulled out his knife. He 
glanced around the wall of the house they were hiding behind and saw 
the group of Peacekeepers jogging down the block towards Katniss' 
home. He picked up the black bag and handed it to Evelyn, lifted Prim 


off of her feet and ran as fast as he could with Evelyn close behind. 
They had one more mansion to pass before they reached their 
destination, but the chances of them getting inside of it without the 
Peacekeepers seeing them were slim to none until all of the power 
went out. "Come on," he whispered. He led them to the side of the 
mansion that had no surveillance, lifted up a rock and pulled out the 
key Peeta had given him before he left for the Games. They went to 
the side door of the home and entered the house just as the 
Peacekeepers reached the back yards of the mansions. Bing bolted 
the door and led them down to the basement. "Be careful," he 
whispered. "It's dark." 


There were sheets of plastic covering the stone walls of the basement, 
but the ground was bare concrete. The tiny windows allowed slivers of 
moonlight into the room however, the sheets of plastic prohibited 
anyone from seeing in. A heavy shelf was built against one wall, a 
workbench against another. Bing went to the workbench and lifted the 
lid. His fingers moved against the smooth surface until he felt the 
slight bump. He pressed it once for three seconds, twice for two 
seconds then four times in succession. The large shelf slid to the side 
exposing a crude staircase made of dirt with wooden planks placed on 
them for leverage, that led underground. "Go," he whispered and 
quietly closed the lid of the workbench. Once inside he stood at the 
top of the stairs and pushed against the buttons that would seal them 
inside. They walked down the stairs until they were below Victor's 
Village then Bing stopped. "You two okay?" 


"Where are we?" Evelyn was in complete shock. "What...what is this 
place?" 


"Mr. Mellark how did you know...what..." Prim was quaking with fear. 
"Those Peacekeepers...they were coming for me and mom weren't 
they?" 


"Yes," Bing answered. "We can only stop for a minute then we have to 
continue on. This tunnel will take us into the woods." 


"What?" The women said in unison. 


"I'm sure you both have questions and I'll be happy to answer them, 
but right now, if you're both okay, we need to keep moving." 


"I'm okay," Prim said. 
"Me too." Evelyn blew out a breath. "At least | think | am." 


"Then let's get a move on," Bing led the way. "I've got some water 
stored up ahead and at the end of the tunnel Peeta..." Bing's face 
filled with pride, "...Peeta stocked it up with medication, bandages, 
food...you name it, we've got it." 


"But how?" Evelyn asked. 


"Awhile ago, Peeta wanted to run away with Katniss. They were going 
to go into the woods, take you two with them..." Bing filled them in on 
Peeta's plan to flee after President Snow's threat to move him to the 
Capitol. He told them about the rebellion, the uprising in Eight and 
how important Katniss and Peeta were to the rebellion, as they made 
their way as swiftly as they could through the narrow tunnel, all of 
them having to slightly duck their heads in order to fit through the tight 
space. "They didn't know about this tunnel back then, not until the day 
of the wedding shoot and by then they were already so important to 
the rebellion... Even after the reading of the card they never 
considered running...well they did, but only for a brief moment." Bing 
stopped walking and turned around to face Prim and Evelyn. "They 
could've taken all of us into the woods, run away and never looked 
back...never had to face the arena again, but they chose to face it, to 
give hope to the people of the districts." 


A rumbling came from above them and dirt began to sift down on 
them. "What's that?" Prim's voice was just as shaky as the tunnel. 


"Don't know, Prim, but | think we better hurry and get out of here," 
Bing held onto her hand, picked up one of the lights that had fallen off 
of the wall and used it to illuminate their path. "Here's the water spot." 
He pulled several bottles off of the ground. "Anyone want some?" 


"Let's share one bottle and pack away the rest in the bag," Evelyn 
suggested. 


Loud booming noises were coming from above them and the dirt 
continued to lightly sprinkle down on them. "I think we better wait it out 
here for a little while," Bing let his eyes drift upwards and wondered 
what was happening in their district. "Those Peacekeepers could be 
out of control." Peeta had warned him not to leave the tunnel and risk 
the girl's lives. It would be better for them to die in a cave in then be in 
the hands of President Snow. Bing was tempted to take them out of 
the tunnel, but then he remembered what Peeta had told him about 
the girls being used as sex slaves. He looked at Prim's innocent face 
and wondered if she'd be auctioned off like a piece of virginal cattle. 
"Peeta loves you two. Loves you just as much as he loves Katniss." 


Prim lifted her teary eyes to the baker and reached out a hand to him. 
"We love him too. Just as much as we love Katniss." 


They gave it almost another hour before continuing on. They were 
almost to the end of the tunnel when Evelyn asked, "Where did this 
tunnel come from?" 


"Peeta said that several districts have one. The mansions were built, 
immediately after the first uprising, by Avox and other manual laborers 
of the Capitol, many of which were once considered traitors." Bing 
gave her the brief explanation that Peeta had provided to him. "I don't 


know the full story. From what | understand, the rebels were still angry 
and unable to fight, but they hoped that their children would be able to 
stand up to the Capitol one day and who better than a child that had to 
kill another during the Games to fight for freedom? No wonder the 
rebels had an escape plan built into the victor's houses, huh? " He 
held his hand up to keep them silent then walked up some steps, 
unlocked a hatch and peeked outside. In the distance he could see 
people walking deep into the woods away from their district. 
"Something's going on," he quietly called down to the girls. "Stay here 
while | check it out." He slid out of the hatch, closed it and looked 
behind him to see their district on fire and a familiar form cradling his 
arm, stumbling towards him. "Dear God. Gale!" 


Effie led the doctor and her Avox to the medical bay. "Grab as much 
as you can that will be beneficial to Katniss and Peeta. We'll be," Effie 
looked over her shoulders to make certain that no one was around 
before whispering, "we'll be breaking them out of the arena within 
hours and they may need emergency treatment. Let us not forget that 
you and Katniss are with child and will require special care. You have 
one minute. Now go." 


The doctor held onto Effie's hand, "We cannot thank you enough for 
taking us with you. | swear to you, | will do everything in my power to 
protect your tributes." 


"For starters," Effie gave her a soft smile, "Please do not refer to them 
as tributes. They are my children." 


The Avox gave her an approving nod then made some hand signals to 
the doctor. Who responded with, "Yes. We must." She turned her 


attention to Effie. "What do we do once we collect the medical 
supplies?" 


"Go to 4000 Trullia Lane. Do not speak to anyone. If you are stopped 
make up an excuse as to why you cannot talk...you're being 
summoned for a medical emergency or...or..." 


"After Katniss' bouts of morning sickness in the arena, | think I'll have 
no problem warding people off with that as an excuse," the doctor 
gave a nervous nod. 


"Yes. That's excellent. Once you get to the address enter the code 
Mellark, but make sure there are no Peacekeepers around to see you. 
Do not turn anything on. Head straight for the kitchen and wait for me. 
| may take twenty or so minutes, but | will be there. If | am not there in 
an hour's time, then return here and tell them that | dismissed you 
after | quit." 


The Avox made more hand signals to the doctor. "He wants to know if 
there's anything he can do to help you other than the medical 
supplies." 


"No thank you. The only thing you can do at this point is get to safety." 
Effie tapped on her large purse and said, "| have everything | need in 
here. Now, let's get to work. | shall see you two soon." Effie walked 
down the hallway and entered a private restroom then changed into 
her disguise. It took her all of five minutes to transform herself from a 
stunning Capitol woman to a handsome, Capitol man. She turned her 
large purse inside out and it was now a man's travel bag. Inside she 
placed her neatly folded clothing, shoes, makeup and her wig. On top 
of that she placed the decoy that Portia had provided for her, an insert 
that held cologne, a man's grooming kit, cards, an extra tie and 
various other items that Portia assured her Capitol men couldn't live 
without. Effie pressed her black leather gloved hand against her 


stomach where the computer was secure inside of her corset and 
made her way towards the District Four suite. As she walked down the 
hall she saw Skip leaving the room with Lavinia and Haymitch. 'Thank 
God,' she breathed a sigh of relief as they made their way into the 
stairwell instead of the elevator in order to sneak out of the building 
undetected. She stood next to the television screen in the hallway and 
waited for Portia, Darius and Annie to meet her so they could take the 
stairwell further down the corridor. Effie's eyes lit up when she saw 
them exit the suite and make their way towards her. They were all of 
three yards away from her when the Peacekeepers stopped them. 
'No,' she almost screamed it out. 'Please let them go? Just ask them a 
couple of questions about the Games and let them be on their way.’ 
But Effie wasn't that lucky. She watched as Portia, Darius and Annie 
were led to the elevator and out of sight. 'There's nothing you can do,' 
she told herself. "You knew this could happen...knew that some of 
your friends might get detained and held in the Capitol.' All day long 
Effie had been battling with herself regarding whether or not to stay 
behind. Did she risk her life and be an aide to President Snow, or risk 
her life by fighting alongside of her friends in District Thirteen? The 
sight of Annie crying as the Peacekeepers led her away told Effie all 
she needed to know. 


As Effie entered the home of Plutarch Heavensbee she walked 
directly to the kitchen and saw the doctor and her Avox cowering in 
the corner of the kitchen. "| am very glad to see the two of you," Effie 
breathed out a sigh of relief. 


"Miss. Trinket?" Dr. Valero gave her a curious look. 
"Yes." 


"My goodness, | had no clue it was you." The doctor shook her head 
in disbelief. "You make a quite convincing man." 


"Oh. Oh, yes." Effie lifted her hand to the short brown wig she was 
wearing and the orange beard. "| had almost forgotten | was currently 
of the male persuasion." She gave her shoulders a little shudder and 
said, "If you're ready." She opened up the refrigerator, pulled out the 
drawer labeled meats and adjusted the temperature controls. The wall 
behind the refrigerator faded away and led to a lit hallway. "Come on. 
We only have fifteen seconds to get through once | close this door." 
They made it through with no problems. As they walked through the lit 
corridor, Effie tapped each light and shut them off. Once they entered 
the Capitol hideout she heard the doctor take in a huge breath. 


"Oh my goodness. Where on earth did you get those?" Dr. Valero 
went straight for the medical supplies. "We haven't been able to get 
our hands on anything like this for months." She looked at Effie with 
pleading eyes. "May | please take a few of these? They'll be so 
helpful." 


"Of course. All | ask is that you leave at least two of each for Katniss 
and Peeta in case they have reason to use this facility." Effie hoped 
and prayed that there would be no need for her darling little ones to 
return to the Capitol, but if there was one thing she had learned since 
joining this rebellion, always be prepared for the unexpected and the 
way things were going...the things she had discovered along the 
way...she was expecting something exceptionally unexpected to 
happen at any given moment. 


There were more hand gestures being made between the couple. 
"Oh, | Know." The Avox began walking around the room. He tapped on 
the doctor's shoulder and made more signals. "Absolutely. Darling, | 
couldn't agree more." 


"| find your way of communication to be quite endearing." Effie smiled. 
"It reminds me of Katniss and Peeta." 


"They are quite skilled at lip reading," Dr. Valero packed away as 
much of the supplies as she could into the bags that she and her Avox 
had brought with them. "My husband and | have been reading lips for 
quite sometime and we're unable to understand the majority of their 
conversations." Effie had finally realized that the husband she was 
referring to was the Avox and once again he was motioning to her. 
"Mmmm...yes, they do." The doctor turned to Effie. "He said they tend 
to use their tongues quite a bit. | also believe their facial expression 
have something to do with their form of communication." 


"Do you have everything you need?" Effie pushed on the buttons to 
signal the bar that someone was in the hideout and needed to use 
their establishment as an exit. 


"Yes. Thank you," Dr. Valero answered. "Miss. Trinket, this room has 
become quite...astounding." 


"Have you...have you been here before?" Effie asked. The Avox 
pointed to the center of his chest. "You have?" The Avox nodded. "Oh, 
my." Effie wondered if that's why he was now an Avox. "Well, we must 
head down the hall. If you two wouldn't mind." She opened the door 
that led to the Library and met Carter at the end of the hall. "Carter." 


"Effie Trinket. Look at you," he let out a laugh. "I got here right as you 
left last night, but | heard about your disguise from Haymitch. No one 
would recognize you." he placed a kiss on her cheek. "This is brilliant. 
Who thought of turning you into a man?" 


"It was the only logical thing | could come up with. Ever since | wore 
the black lipstick by accident, | thought someone might recognize me 
if | dressed as an attendant again," She answered. 


Carter crossed his arms, "And who do we have here?" 


Dr. Valero answered abruptly, avoiding the question. "She requested 
me as Katniss' personal physician while she was in the arena. I'm not 
sure why..." 


"When | noticed that you were pregnant | hoped that you would take 
pity on her," Effie flustered a bit. "Then | had Viggo think it was his 
idea to appoint you as her physician." 


Carter let out a belly laugh. "Damn, Effie. | can't even imagine what 
President Snow thought of that." 


"Oh he wasn't pleased at all. He called me into his office for a private 
meeting. He is convinced that Viggo is the traitor within the Capitol 
and once that recording gets sent to Snow..." Effie couldn't help the 
smile that lit up her face, "that repugnant little man will pay for all that 
he's done." 


"Well, we're going to have to get these two cleaned up and changed. 
Being seen walking the streets with an Avox for company isn't too 
wise," Carter turned to the man. "No offense." Then left the room. 


'The Avox had seen the hideout before,’ Effie began going through 
things in her head, walking in tiny little circles. 'He's an Avox. He's 
been sneaking around with the doctor, but why would she risk such a 
thing? Yes they're married, but how on earth could she have stayed 
married to a...' "Oh, my word." Effie stopped her pacing. "You..." She 
pointed to the Avox. "You were a rebel, weren't you? That's how you 
were in that little room? Were you both..." 


"Not both of us," Dr. Valero said as she began stripping herself of her 
uniform. "Justus never allowed me in on his secrets. He feared for my 
safety." 


"That's why he's the Avox and you're not," Effie didn't quite ask, more 
like stated, getting a confirmation from the doctor by a nod of her 
head. "Justus? Is that your name?" Effie asked the man and got a nod 
in return. "Do you know Carter? Oh, of course you don't. He asked 
who you were." Effie was a little taken aback when she got another 
nod. "Why, you should say hello!" He began shaking his head 
frantically from side to side. "No?" 


"Please do not, Miss. Trinket and do not say the name Justus either. 
His name before becoming an Avox used to be Nero, but it is best if 
you simply act as though learning his name was beneath you," the 
doctor was truly concerned about someone learning the man's identity. 


"Very well," Effie cautiously agreed. "May | ask why?" She listened to 
the doctor briefly filled her in on the suspicions behind her husband's 
capture and was about to tell the doctor some of her own suspicions, 
but they heard Carter's footsteps coming towards them. 


Within minutes Carter returned with two of his own suits. "I'm not sure 
what to do about his face. It'll have to be disguised." 


"| can take care of that," Effie began digging through the men's 
grooming kit she had in her bag. "Do you have a wig for her? | should 
be able to make her look like a man and pad her shoulders with some 
bar towels." 


"Got one right here." Carter held it out, "Hope you like green?" 


"Katniss loves green," Effie said to Dr. Valero. "It's her favorite color 
and Peeta's is orange. Since we are both wearing their colors, | shall 
look upon it as a sign of good fortune." 


Carter examined the trio before him when Effie was done with her 
work. "Very impressive. Is everyone else meeting you three there?" 


Effie's face momentarily turned to sadness. "The Peacekeepers got a 
hold of Portia, Darius and Annie which is probably why we have the 
extra time. | had allotted quite a bit of it since Annie was going to be 
with me." Effie let out a soft sigh. "| do hope they're not hurting her. 
She doesn't know a thing." 


"Listen, we're all going to lose people we care about. The time will 
come when we'll all have some grieving to do, it's just not now." Carter 
put his hand on Effie's shoulder, "Haymitch told me about the 
president's offer to you before he left here last night." 


"Don't try to talk me out of it, Carter," Effie warned him. 


"I'm not going to talk you out of it or into it. As far as I'm concerned, 
that choice is up to you." He let his hand fall to his side. "I just wanted 
to let you know, no matter what you decide to do; I'll support your 
decision and be here for you if you need me." He stuck a hand in his 
pocket and moved towards the door. "Guess | should check and make 
sure the coast is clear." 


Effie gave her companions some last minute advice. "While we are 
walking, do not speak and do not use your hand gestures as it is sure 
to give you two away. Follow my lead and do not avoid or intentionally 
make eye contact with anyone. We are simply going on a trip for the 
remainder of the Games. Decided to watch them from my town home 
at the edge of the Capitol." 


"Okay," Carter held the door open for them. "Time to go. The backdoor 
is unlocked so go out that way and make sure you check for 
Peacekeepers. Ever since Plutarch cut the surveillance, the guards 
have been pounding the pavement." 


Effie paused before heading down the hall that led to the exit. "Are you 
sure you and lanthe won't join us?" 


"We're needed here. Someone has to be available for the rebels when 
they invade the Capitol and it's time | took a stand...did my part," 
Carter answered. "Effie, you take care of yourself." 


"I'll see you before you know it, Carter." She walked out of the bar and 
didn't look back. "This way." They traveled for sixty minutes on foot 
through the side streets towards the industrial portion of the Capitol. 
The place where deliveries from the other districts arrived, mechanical 
devices were stored, spare parts for automobiles...trains...planes and 
hovercrafts were kept and guarded by attendants, not Peacekeepers. 
It was also the place in which the Capitol attendants resided. No one 
spoke about this area. To everyone that lived in the Capitol, it was 
more of an eyesore than anything else, but it was a necessity as no 
resident wanted an attendant living amongst the well to do. "There," 
Effie pointed to an open area, next to it was a train car and several 
men standing in wait. "Haymitch," she breathed out and began 
walking faster. "Haymitch." She saw him pointing in her direction and 
heading her way. 


"Effie?" The sound of his voice was music to her ears. "Effie!" She ran 
straight into his arms. "You came. You came. | didn't think you'd 
come." 


"| promised you | would," for the first time that night she was shaking 
like a leaf. "Dear me, I'm a nervous wreck." 


Haymitch stood back and held onto her hands. "Look at you with an 
orange beard. Peeta's gonna say the sun rose on your face." 


Effie let out a sad little laugh. "Haymitch..." 


"Where's Portia...Annie?" Haymitch looked around. "Did you have to 
split up?" 


She shook her head. "Peacekeepers got to them before | could." 


Plutarch took her in a hug. "I Knew we'd lose some people," he sighed, 
"Sorry to hear about Annie. This may cause a problem with Finnick if 
he makes it out alive." 


Haymitch had been mumbling, "Son of a bitch," in the background 
over and over again at the loss of his friends. 


"Yes," Effie swallowed a few time. "It was very difficult watching them 
being hauled off by the Peacekeepers." She had to shake it off and 
move on. Dwelling on their capture would do none of them any good. 
"Well, it is good to see you made it out, Plutarch." 


"You as well, my friend," Plutarch gave her another squeeze. "Who do 
we have here?" He studied the pair of men standing next to her. 


"Plutarch, I'd like you to meet Dr. Valero," Effie motioned with her hand 
towards the woman dressed like a man and... She wasn't sure how to 
introduce the Avox after the warning they had given her after meeting 

Carter. 


The doctor stepped forward, stuck out her hand and said with great 
pride, "Dr. Regina Valera and this is my husband, Justus." 


"Justus? Justus?" Plutarch shook his head in disbelief. "Well I'll be 
damned! Justus Valero!" Plutarch took the man in a bear hug. "What 
on earth are you doing here?" 


He began moving his hands about and Regina spoke for him, "Effie 
Trinket insisted on Regina being Katniss' doctor." 


"Wait a minute," Haymitch put his hands up. "How the hell do you 
know this guy?" 


"| thought you said his name was Nero?" Effie asked in a world of 
confusion. 


"Haymitch, don't you know who Justus Valero is?" Plutarch asked him. 


"Never heard of him," he stood back and eyed up the Avox. "All | know 
is that Effie insisted | take these two along because she trusted them 
with Katniss and Peeta." 


"I'll be damned," Plutarch put his arm around Effie. "Your brilliance 
never ceases to amaze me, Effie. Never!" He let out a burst of 
laughter. "Justus Valero, let me rephrase that for you, Justice Rules is 
the reason we have a rebellion in the Capitol." 


"Holy shit!" Haymitch stared at the Avox. "You're...you're Justice 
Rules?" The man nodded. "God damn, Effie. Did you know that?" 


"Who on earth is Justice Rules?" She was at a complete loss. 


"Only the first member of the rebellion here at the Capitol. The man 
that built our hideout," Haymitch said almost in awe, "The guy 
responsible for...holy shit! | thought you were dead!" 


Justus began moving his hands while Regina spoke, "That's what we 
wanted you to think. That's what we wanted everyone to think." 


"Justus," Plutarch asked. "If you aren't dead, then why did President 
Snow announce to the world that you were?" 


Regina spoke for the Avox as he moved his hands, "As you know, 
someone leaked information to Snow that | was starting a rebellion in 
the Capitol. Plutarch, you and | had known each other for years before 
| even started the rebellion, so | never once questioned your loyalty to 
me, but the sponsor you brought in..." 


"Is that why you were so leery of being introduce to Carter?" Effie 
asked. "Because President Snow thought you were dead?" 


Regina answered on her own. "That's one of the reasons." 


"Once | was brought in for questioning," Regina watched the Avox' 
Justus' hands closely and spoke, "my interrogation quickly turned into 
torture. That lasted until | was almost at my last breath...about a 
month and then they brought me to my wife of all people to perform 
surgery on me. She told them that she specialized in physical 
transformation, not medical treatment, but they left me on her table 
regardless. Fortunately for me Regina is an exceptional medical and 
cosmetic surgeon...not to mention scientist. They had beaten me so 
badly she could barely recognize me when they brought me to her. 
She removed a recently deceased body of an Avox, someone that 
wouldn't be missed, altered the records of our DNA in the computer 
systems and performed surgery on the dead Avox giving it every 
injury, every cut, bruise and mark that | had, then," he gave his wife a 
grateful look, "Regina turned me into an Avox named Nero, in order to 
hide me amongst those that no one paid any attention to. She hid me 
in the morgue until | was recovered from the beating that Snow and 
his men had given to me." Justus gave his wife Regina a little smile 
and began moving his hands. "She informed the president's men that | 
had died. They checked my identity and found that it was, in fact, me. 
Stripped her of her position with the Games as Head Cosmetic 
Alteration Specialist and placed her alongside of the doctors that 
perform minor procedures, but they let her live." 


Regina began speaking for herself. "Over the course of time | had 
discovered something from before the Dark Days called American 
Sign Language. Those are the hand gestures you see us making to 
one another. | knew there had to be a way in which we could 


communicate with each other without anyone knowing what we were 
saying, and as | told Miss. Trinket, we are quite skilled at lip-reading." 


"My word," Effie had no clue who these people were when she had 
stumbled upon them. "Am | ever so thankful to have run into you 
during a body polish." 


"No, Effie," Regina took her hand, "I'm the one that's thankful." 


"This is wonderful news. Simply marvelous.” Plutarch pulled out his 
watch and swiped his thumb across it. "As much as | hate to say this, 
we do need to be heading off. Effie, do you have your computer?" 


"Yes," she opened her jacket and shoved her hand down her corset to 
pull it out in a very unladylike manner. "Dear me, by the time this war 
is over, I'll be acting like Haymitch." 


"You should be so lucky," he flashed her his trademark grin. 
"Skip and Lavinia? Did they make it with you?" She asked. 


"Yeah, they're on board. So is Flavius and the rest of Katniss' prep 
team, but Peeta's didn't make it out with Plutarch. Snow had them 
picked up. We've got everyone else though," Haymitch attempted to 
sound encouraging. 


"Not Portia, Darius or Annie," Effie sighed. 


"We did good, Effie." Haymitch took her hand. "There are almost sixty 
people on those crafts. Avox, attendants... hell, almost this entire area 
has been evacuated onto those ships, plus we've rigged these 
warehouses to explode. All these spare parts for their 
hovercrafts...planes...cars...you name it, their gonna be blown to bits. 
We may not be able to use it in Thirteen, but neither will the Capitol." 


Plutarch handed Effie the computer. "Here you go. Do you see this 
little figure down here in the corner?" 


"Yes ; " 


"If you swirl your finger counterclockwise on that it will fade away, 
that's how you know it's active. At that point we will be able to hear 
everything going on around you via my matching computer," Plutarch 
had a look of pride on his face. "Use it sparingly as it drains the life of 
the computer quite rapidly then you won't be able to use it for at least 
two hours until it charges back up again." 


"Hold up a minute." Haymitch was a bit confused. "Why would we 
need to hear what's going on around Effie? She's going to be right 
next to us." 


Effie turned to the Valero's and said, "It was a great honor to meet you 
both. Justus, | cannot thank you enough for all that you sacrificed. 
Because of you my darling boy and girl have a chance at a wonderful 
future. My grandchild...oh...the thought of it never having to face the 
arena...it overwhelms me." Effie was still concerned for Katniss and 
Peeta. Yes, she felt better knowing they were going to be out of the 
arena, but she didn't trust President Coin. She had to wonder if Justus 
knew her. "Justus, are you familiar with President Coin?" He gave her 
a curt nod. Effie turned her back to Haymitch and Plutarch then 
mouthed very carefully to both Regina and Justus, "Can she be 
trusted?" The expression that crossed Justus' face told Effie all she 
needed to know. "What about Carter?" She mouthed. Regina 
narrowed her eyes to little slivers and Justus shrugged and shook his 
head like he didn't know. Effie had always suspected the sponsor to 
be a somewhat iffy rebel. He did sponsor weaker tributes over the 
years, and was quite generous with his gifts, but he made a boat load 
of money off of Katniss and Peeta's victory after the Seventy-Fourth 


Hunger Games. Effie wasn't sure if the rebels knew exactly how much 
of a profit her kids were for Carter Darlington. She had often 
wondered, if President Snow had given him to ability to marry his 
lanthe with no repercussions, would Carter turn on the rebel's cause 
and work for the Capitol instead? 'If that were the case,’ she thought to 
herself, 'then this place would be swarming with Peacekeepers and 
they'd all be dead right now. No. For the time being, Carter could be 
trusted.' That's what Effie told herself, but she had left a message for 
Katniss and Peeta hidden in the music box not long ago telling them 
not to make any assumptions. "I am counting on both of you to watch 
out for my kids. Do what you must to protect them," she said aloud. 


"We will, Effie," Regina assured her and gave her a hug. "Don't worry. 
We'll watch out for them like they're our very own," she whispered in 
Effie's ear. 


"Thank you both." Effie turned her attention to her longtime friend. She 
hugged Plutarch. "You make sure to do right by them, Plutarch. Do not 
exploit Katniss and Peeta or you'll have me to deal with." 


"| would never dream of such a thing," he held onto her. "Effie, it was 
an honor working for you." 


She took a step back. "Plutarch, you never worked for me." 


"Make no mistake, my dear, we all worked for you from the moment 
you joined our cause. Had it not been for you, none of us would be 
escaping right now." He looked at his watch again. "Fifty minutes, 
Effie.” 


"Fifty minutes until wnat?" Haymitch asked as his hands began to 
shake; the need for a drink had become almost perverse. 


"Until the president receives the tape of Viggo and | in the escort's 
medical bay," She answered. "Farewell, Plutarch." She waved to him 
as he walked the Valero's toward the cloaked hovercraft. 


"Haymitch, we both know that President Coin had the opportunity to 
pull Katniss and Peeta out of District Twelve long before they entered 
the arena but chose not to," Effie's voice was trembling, full of concern 
for what might happen without her there to watch over her precious 
little ones, "The woman was determined to publicly rescue them 
during the Quell for the sake of the rebellion, or so she says..." 


"What do you say, Effie?" Haymitch valued her opinion more than 
anyone's. 


"In the deepest recesses of my heart | believe that she wanted to 
show President Snow she has just as much power, if not more, than 
he does. Coin has been putting the needs of the rebellion first, and | 
suppose | can understand that to a point..." She began rubbing her 
hands together with nervous energy. "Please Haymitch, please, do not 
be blinded by her ambition. | could be mistaken, but..." she sighed 
deeply, "The rebels...Coin, in particular, look upon Katniss and Peeta 
as symbols...objects. No one sees them as what they truly are...has 
put them or their needs first. These are our darlings..." she sniffed, 
".,.our grandchild we're talking about. Our sweet, innocent grandchild. 
Do not allow Katniss to be used as a pawn in this war in her 
condition." 


"Peeta would never let something like that happen." Haymitch lowered 
his voice, "And neither would I, but there's something we need to talk 
about here, Trinkie. Something... Damn it, Effie. You're not staying 
here," Haymitch warned her. 


"It's not your choice, Haymitch." She moved closer to him and took his 
hands. "Oh, my vile little man, do you not understand how important it 
is that | remain in the Capitol?" 


He began shaking his head frantically. "Don't make me say goodbye 
to you. Please don't do this to me." 


"I'm not doing anything to you, Haymitch." Effie could feel her 
emotions threatening to get the best of her. "I cannot leave Annie 
behind. Do not ask me to abandon that poor girl. They will torment her 
and she will never recover." 


"Screw Annie!" 


She ran her gloved hand down his creased face, "You don't mean 
that." 


"He'll kill you if he finds out about you. No." Haymitch squeezed her 
hands so hard he could feel her blood pumping. "He'll torture you, turn 
you into the same thing as Justus or worse...Finnick and Justus 
combined so you can't scream when the men out here rape you. You 
want that kind of life? Is that what you want?" 


"Better me than Annie," she said softly, meaning every word. The 
thought of that innocent young woman being hurt turned Effie's 
stomach. 


Haymitch let his head fall back. "Damn you, Effie. Why do you always 
have to be the friggin’ hero?" 


"lam far from a heroine." She blew a stream of air out between tight 
lips. "Oh, Haymitch, | am genuinely frightened. Terrified of attempting 
any of this without you by my side. You have been my best friend for 


over a decade. How sad of a statement is that on my life? | have a 
drunken buffoon for a best friend." 


"And mine is a pain in the ass nag," he frowned. "What am | gonna do 
without you?' As much as it hurt him, Haymitch knew he'd never get 
her to change her mind and come with him to District Thirteen. 


She held his cheeks in her hands and said, "Stay sober. Will you do 
that for me?" 


He nodded and said, "As long as you do something for me. Stay alive. 
| need you to stay alive, Trinkie." 


"Of course | will." She felt the tears now. It took a lot for Effie Trinket to 
crack and right now she was crumbling. 


"Okay," he agreed. "You stay alive...|'ll stay sober...and | promise...|'ll 
come back for you Trinkie. | swear it; I'll come back and get you." 


"| Know you will. | never doubted it for a second." She ran her thumbs 
across his cheeks. "You're crying Haymitch." 


"Yeah, well...so are you." He stared at her white face, false eyelashes, 
orange beard and moustache, weird brown and turquoise suit... if 
anyone was looking at them, they'd swear they were seeing two men, 
but Haymitch didn't see a man standing before him. He saw his 
Trinkie. The woman that had taken care of him for over a decade. The 
woman that had soft blond hair that skimmed her shoulders, ivory 
skin, pale pink lips and when she wasn't wearing makeup looked 
about five years younger than she actually was. "I'm gonna miss you 
constantly pestering me." 


"| will not miss your drunken outbursts, but | will miss your sober 
ones." The sound of Plutarch hurrying them along echoed from behind 


Haymitch. "Oh, dear. It's time for me to go." She didn't want to say 
goodbye. 


"Yeah." He took a step away from her. This was killing him. This 
wasn't supposed to happen to him again. He was never supposed to 
let anyone in, let alone Effie freaking Trinket! Pretentious Capitol snob. 
"I'll come back for you, Trinkie. | swear | will." 


She nodded. "You had better come back for me. Take care of our kids. 
Tell them | love them and our..." she started to gasp, "...our 
grandbaby...you make sure you give that little one all of my love." 


"| will." Haymitch wiped the back of his hands across his eyes. 


Effie lifted her fingers to her throat and watched as he walked away 
from her, never turning, keeping eye contact with her the entire time, 
assuring her he would return to the Capitol to rescue her and then he 
said something that had her running straight for him. 


"When | come back, you better come with me Trinkie. You have to, 
okay? And | am coming back. | mean it. | don't want to leave you here 
Effie," he called to her. It was tearing him up inside doing this. There 
was only one other time in his life that he felt this way...no, he didn't 
feel this way the last time. Yes, it ruined his whole life, but things were 
different now. He wasn't a boy anymore. He was a man now, 
understood the significance of losing the one you loved. "Trinkie, it's 
worse than it was before. Letting you walk away. It's worse than 
Maysilee." He stopped walking when he saw her running towards him. 
There was no way she would come along with him, this much 
Haymitch was certain of, but he waited for her just the same. 


Effie threw her arms around Haymitch's neck and plastered her lips 
against his so hard she tasted blood inside of her mouth. It lasted for 
about five seconds then she turned and ran away listening to him 


scream at the top of his lungs that he'd come back for her. He'd come 
back for her. 'I know you will my vile little man,’ her head rang out as 
her hand scooped up the bag that held her clothes and wig, ‘and I'll be 
waiting for you.’ 


Darkness fell within the arena, yet the heat swelled. The nation's seal 
appeared overhead and the sound of their anthem filled the dome. 


Peeta held onto Katniss' hand in anticipation of what was about to be 
shown. Above them the familiar image of Chaff with the words, 
"District 11," in bold, white print splayed beneath his tribute picture, 
caused a sharp stabbing pain in the center of Peeta's chest. "I'm so 
sorry." He buried his face in Katniss' shoulder and felt her pull him 
closer. "I'm so damn sorry." 


"Shhh," she stroked the back of his head. "It wasn't your fault. You 
didn't put Chaff in the arena, Peeta. You didn't put him here." 


"But | killed him, Katniss." His fingers were digging into her back. "Not 
just killed him...butchered him." 


"If you had a choice, would you have killed Chaff?" Katniss lifted his 
face out of her neck to meet her gaze. 


"Of course not." 


"Then quit blaming yourself, Peeta." She let her lips linger against his 
forehead and rubbed the tense spot in the center of his back. "That 
section of the arena was designed to turn allies against one another 


and you killed Chaff...only Chaff. Do you understand what I'm 
saying?" 


A puzzled expression crossed his face then clarity filled his eyes. 
"Katniss," he cradled her face in the palms of his hands and brushed 
his lips against hers. "Oh, Katniss." 


"You saved my life, Peeta. No matter what they've thrown at us, in this 
arena or the last, you have never put yourself first. It has always been 
me you've taken care of even when you weren't supposed to. You are 
so much stronger than you give yourself credit for." 


Beetee cleared his throat. "I hate to interrupt, but we must be on our 
way if we're to make it to the lightning tree on time." 


Katniss nodded her head and gave Peeta a soft kiss. "I love you. 
Thank you for being so brave and for always protecting me." 


"| love you back, Mrs. Mellark and don't you ever forget that." Peeta 
stood up and held his hand out to her. "Ready to do this?" He was in 
Games mode. 


Katniss answered with a wicked quirk of her lips and fire blazing in her 
eyes. 


"That's my girl," Peeta pulled his knife out of his belt. "Let's go." 


She may have expelled more food in the past three days than she had 
in her entire life, eaten more in the past hour than all of her allies 
combined and cried a bucket of tears over the death of a tree rat 
before lunch, but for the first time since Katniss had entered the arena, 
she finally felt like her old self again. She tossed nuts into the dark, but 
the ripples in the force field were much easier to see at night without 
the white sun blinding her vision. The usually long trek to the towering 


tree in the twelve o'clock hour didn't take them nearly as long to reach. 
Everyone in her alliance was moaning about how full they were and 
how they had overeaten, with the exception of Peeta. The man never 
complained about anything unless it had to do with someone else's 
pain and suffering. 


Peeta put a hand on her shoulder when they had almost reached their 
destination. "Hold up." He turned to their group who instantly sheltered 
him and Katniss. "We'll tap a tree now; get our fill of water whether we 
want it or not because we have no clue when we'll get the chance to 
do it again." 


"We'll have to find a tree," Johanna started complaining. 


"Think | would've stopped us here for no reason whatsoever, 
Johanna?" Peeta turned around and started digging a hole into the 
tree while Katniss watched the jungle and allowed pride to soar 
through her at how adept Peeta had become in the arena. Last year 
she spent the entire time worrying about Cato killing him. This year, if 
Cato had been in the arena, she had no doubt that Peeta would've 
eliminated him by now. Taking pride in a thing like that wasn't 
something a person should really take pleasure in, but in her world, 
having that type of gift, and it was a gift being able to kill a Career, 
meant something. It meant survival. "Got it. Katniss, the spile." She 
dug into the parachute she had tied onto her belt, felt the smooth 
surface of the pearl he had given to her, then handed him the spile. 
"You drink first, Katniss." Peeta ordered her. 


"Of course she does," Johanna said disgustingly. 


"Got a problem with that Johanna?" Peeta narrowed his eyes 
dangerously at the woman. "If you do, speak up now. If you just feel 
like griping, keep it to yourself because l'm not in the mood to hear it 
tonight, or any night for that matter." 


Finnick had to bite his lip to keep from smiling at Peeta's boldness. He 
placed a hand on Johanna's shoulder in warning to keep her temper 
under control. "Johanna's just a little anxious, Peeta. We all are." 


"Well, she's been a little foo anxious when it comes to Katniss since 
she joined this alliance and l'm tired of it. From this point out, if she 
plans on talking to my wife that way, she's talking to both of us that 
way and she'll deal with both of us," Peeta was sick of listening to the 
woman treat Katniss like crap. "You done drinking, Katniss?" 


"Yeah." She splashed some water on her face and rubbed her wet 
hand around the back of her neck trying her hardest to hide the smile 
that threatened to appear after listening to Peeta put Johanna in her 
place. "Who's next, Peeta?" 


"Beetee, then Johanna, then Finnick. I'll go last," he had no problems 
letting them know how this was going to play out. 


"Thank you, Peeta." Beetee took his fill of water and washed off his 
glasses. "Oh, that's much better." 


"Johanna," Peeta held his hand out to the stream of water. 
"I'm not thirsty," she glared at him. 


"Don't be an idiot." Finnick pushed her towards the water. "Drink or 
Peeta and | will force it down your throat." 


Johanna snarled at Finnick and took a good helping of water, 
quenching her dry throat. 


"You go ahead Peeta. | want a second with Johanna," Finnick told him 
before pulling his friend aside. "Listen up," he said quietly. "No more 
snide comments towards Katniss. She's been nice to you, they both 


have. Just because you know what's about to happen doesn't give you 
the right to take it out on them. They're good kids. Really good kids." 


"Whatever." Johanna stomped back to the group. "Drink Finnick or 
Katniss and | will force it down your throat," she gave him a conniving 
grin. "You didn't say | couldn't take my bad mood out on you." The 
group exchange looks and let out little chuckles, relieving much of the 
tension that had built up. "What do you say fireball. Think we can take 
him?" 


Katniss eyed Finnick up and down. "Hell yes." 
"Get to drinking Odair," Johanna stood back and tapped her foot. 


With the spile packed up and the group of them back to normal, they 
went the rest of the way up the hill to the lightning tree. 


"Good. Good," Beetee looked up at the moon. "We made it with time 
to spare. Now if we could all gather round I'd like to explain the rest of 
my plan. Obviously we know I'll need to attach the wire to the tree, but 
we must also trail the wire down to the ocean, that is where you two 
come in." He pointed to Johanna and Katniss. "You two are the 
smallest and the swiftest; you should have no problems making it 
down to the beach and out of harm's way before the lightning hit's the 
tree." 


"And where are we three during all of this?" Peeta had a sneaky 
suspicion he knew what the answer was before Beetee even 
responded. 


"We shall be up here o..." 


"No!" Peeta and Katniss both said in unison. 


"Give him a minute to explain, Peeta," Finnick tried to smooth things 
over. 


"There's nothing to explain," Peeta stated. "Katniss isn't going 
anywhere without me and I'm not going anywhere without her. If you 
want that coil brought down to the water, we'll go together." 


"That won't work," Beetee began shaking his head. "We are wasting 
precious time." 


"Then you tell me why it won't work, and you better have a damn good 
explanation because without one, Katniss and | are out," Peeta 
crossed his arms over his chest and Katniss did the same. 


Beetee pushed his glasses up his nose and looked up at the rapidly 
rising moon. "You and Katniss are completely different builds, your 
strides wouldn't match up and, | do not mean this to offend you in any 
way Peeta, but you do have a prosthetic, there is no way that you'd be 
able to keep time with her, with anyone of the others here with the 
exception of perhaps me." 


"Is that what you think, Beetee?" Peeta asked him. "My leg is my 
handicap?" 


"| Know what those are capable of and yes...they can be a handicap," 
he answered. 


"So it's Katniss and Johanna or no one?" Peeta asked. 
"We're wasting time!" Johanna let out a grunt. "We have to go! Now!" 


"No. | don't like this at all." Katniss was shaking her head then turned 
to Peeta and started mouthing to him. "They're trying to separate us 
for some reason." 


"Yeah, | know," he mouthed back, "but..." he looked around and 
tugged her towards a tree. In the background he could hear the 
exasperated sighs of Johanna as well as Beetee. Their silent 
argument began. "I'm going to go, Katniss." 


"No you're not." 


"Yes, | am. | need to go." He had no clue how to explain it to her. How 
did he tell her that these people weren't going to hurt them? That this 
very well could be part of a rescue mission? "I'll tell Beetee that you 
and Finnick will stay back and Johanna and | will go." 


"It's not going to happen! Christ are you still on this whole sacrificing 
yourself for me and the baby shit? Well knock it off!" She mouthed 
furiously at him. 


"He won't kill you, Katniss," Peeta had a serious look in his eyes as he 
stepped closer to her. "Finnick swore to me that he'd kill himself before 
allowing you to die. So if anyone is going to go, it's going to be me and 
Johanna. And no, I'm not still on that kick. If Johanna Mason tries to 
kill me, I'll slit her freaking throat." 


"| don't know," Katniss was shaking her head. 
Peeta's face lit up as he mouthed, "Second fight! | win!" 


"Hell, no!" Katniss actually yelled at him. They both started to use their 
voices. "You are not throwing that in my face now." 


"Too bad, Katniss. You said | could win the next two fights and I'm 
using this as my second win," Peeta stared her down. 


"Peeta, think about this," she was pleading with him. "If this plan 
works, then we're the only ones left out here. At that point we have to 
kill each other." 


Peeta moved as close to her as possible so she could still see his lips, 
covering the sides of his mouth with his hands. "The night before the 
Games," he mouthed, "Cinna stitched a coded message into my suit 
that said 'rescue mission planned.’ | didn't figure out what the code 
was until late last night." The look of shock on Katniss' face had Peeta 
hurrying through his explanation. "Katniss | think the rebels are going 
to try and break us out of here and | think Beetee's plan has 
something to do with it." 


She lifted her hands to hide her face as well, "That's why they all 
fought for our lives...why Johanna brought me Nuts and Volts. So the 
rebels could break us out of here." Peeta nodded. She dropped her 
hands and started to speak, "I'll stay back with Finnick. If they don't 
like it, we tell them too bad. Besides. ..I'm not going down to that 
beach and risking electrocuting banana nut. Who the hell do they think 
they are putting our baby at risk?" She held Peeta's hand and said, 
"Let's go tell them." 


Peeta and Katniss stood hand in hand in front of their alliance. "We've 
come to a decision," Peeta told them. "I'll go with Johanna and Katniss 
will stay back with Finnick." Before he could even finish Beetee and 
Johanna were moaning and sighing. "That's the way it is. If you don't 
like it, then we forget about the lightning tree right now and we'll take 
our chances finding the Careers in the jungle." 


"This is a crock of shit," Johanna kicked at the dirt. 


"Peeta as | explained, you're simply not fast enough to keep up with 
any..." 


"Now that's the crock of shit," Katniss put her free hand on her hip. 
"Beetee for a genius you're pretty stupid sometimes. Even | know that 
with enough training, Peeta can do anything with that leg and by the 
last two weeks of training in our district, he was outrunning me." 


"That's right. My 'handicap,' that's what you called it, right Beetee, is 
stronger than my actual leg, so we don't want to hear it." Peeta looked 
to Katniss for confirmation. "Here's the deal, you've made the decision 
to risk our baby's life by sending Katniss down towards the electrified 
portion of the jungle. You say she'll have plenty of time to get out of 
there, but what if she doesn't? What if a Career comes along and 
attacks? | have no doubt that Katniss could kill either one of them, but 
you're risking not only my wife's life, but my baby's life too and no one 
has that right. It's bad enough she was thrown back into the arena 
because of some laws the Gamemakers came up with seventy-five 
years ago...there was nothing we could do about that, but this? We 
sure as hell aren't going to let fellow tributes tell us we have to further 
endanger our child for the sake of the Games. Now, | can either go 
with Johanna, or Katniss and | can go for a walk and you three can 
figure out how to do this on your own." Peeta looked at Finnick and 
said, "It'll work." 


Finnick nodded his head. He looked at Johanna and Beetee, then 
said, "We're in an alliance and we should take a vote. All those that 
agree with Beetee?" Johanna and Beetee stuck their hands up in the 
air. 


"| think we all know where Katniss and | stand," Peeta addressed 
Finnick. "Looks like it's up to you." 


It didn't matter one way or the other as far as Peeta and Katniss were 
concerned. They were doing what they wanted, but Peeta wanted to 
test Finnick's loyalty...no, not loyalty...his honor. Peeta was a bit 


concerned when he saw the was Finnick responded by looking down 
to the ground then lifting his eyes up to Johanna's and saying, "I'm 
going to have to agree with you two." But then Finnick finished up 
with, "No one has the right to put their baby at risk. Katniss stays with 
me. Peeta goes with you Johanna." 


"SON OF A BITCH!" Johanna hollered. 
"If you're sure, Finnick," Beetee questioned him. 
"I'm certain." Finnick stated. 


"Well, then | shall change my vote and go with the majority," Beetee 
adjusted his glasses. 


Finnick pulled out one of the tridents he had strapped to his back with 
jungle vines and said, "Say your farewells. I'm sure we're running 
behind schedule. Beetee, you better get up that tree." 


Katniss puffed out her cheeks. "I love you." 


"| love you too," Peeta gripped her face in his hands. "So much. 
So...so much, Katniss." He plastered her with kisses. "Be careful. 
Stay with Finnick. He'll take care of you." 


"| will." She locked her eyes with his and the reality that they may 
never see each other again hit them both. "Peeta?" Her eyes glistened 
with tears. "We don't have to do this." 


"Yes," he kissed the tip of her nose, "We do. Geez...|'m scared." 
"Me too," she bit her lip. 


"| guess we know what we have to do," he ran his thumb over the 
freckles that were sprinkled across the bridge of her nose. 


"Yeah," she wiped away the tears that streaked his cheeks. 
"One," he mouthed as his hand trailed down her braid. 


"Two," her lips moved as she pressed her palm against his beating 
heart. 


"Three," Peeta dropped to his knees and rested his forehead against 
her stomach, pressed a kiss just below her navel and whispered 
loudly. "Daddy loves you...always." He stood up and placed a tender 
kiss against Katniss' lips. 


Their noses were running, tears streaming down their faces. "I love 
you," one of them mouthed. "I love you," the other mouthed back. 
Their kiss tasted of salt, sadness and love. Then he was gone. 


The drumming of his heart reverberated through his ears with each 
footfall against the uneven earth. Johanna insisted on taking the coil of 
electrical wire first, a trail of twinkling gold in their wake while they 
made their way towards the ocean. Peeta wanted to know what the 
real plan was. How this was going to get them out of the arena. He 
was a fairly smart guy, though he played stupid when Beetee 
explained his plan to their group, Peeta had actually understood it 
before the man had even finished explaining it to the rest of his allies. 
The one thing Peeta didn't get was the magnets. There was no reason 
for the tiny magnetic end to be put into the ocean, but there was a 
reason for the other magnet to be used up in the tree. 


Peeta paid close attention to Beetee and his gold wire, while everyone 
else ignored the man. He didn't really do anything out of the ordinary 


until he carefully measured out a section of wire, triple checking his 
measurements, then made a cut. While Johanna and Finnick were 
preparing lunch, Katniss had her head in Peeta's lap and nibbled on 
soda crackers. Peeta rested back on his hands and focused on 
Beetee high up in the tree. He watched the man carefully weave a 
section of gold wire around a branch, leaving about a yard of the stuff 
free on one end and an undetermined length on the other. He saw 
Beetee take the yard of wire and examine the end of it, ‘That's got to 
be the magnetic end,' Peeta realized, then Beetee buried his face in 
the center of the tree. The magnetic end disappeared, Beetee's head 
popped up, he wiped the back of his hand across his forehead, 
pushed his glasses up on his nose and took the other length of wire 
and carefully hid it amongst the branches of the tree. He grabbed the 
remaining coil of wire, tied it onto his belt and headed down the tree. 
Obviously this had to do with electricity and that tiny magnet was 
useless in a body of water. The place it would do the most good would 
be where the lightning hit, especially if there was something metal in 
the tree. Peeta was quiet during lunch, everyone assumed he was 
grieving over Chaff, and he was, but he was also trying to figure out 
Beetee's real plan. 


Peeta glanced to his left and noticed that Johanna wasn't there, she 
was behind him, and he was easily outrunning her. He slowed his 
pace in order for her to keep up and saw the familiar coil being shoved 
at him. It took him a few seconds to master unraveling the wire and 
running at the same time, but once he did it dawned on him, he didn't 
need Johanna's help at all. He didn't need to risk anyone else's life but 
his own. Peeta could save all of his friends, and that's who these 
people had become, they weren't just allies or fellow rebels, they were 
his and Katniss' friends now and he cared for them very much. 


Finnick was.../s the most heroic man Peeta had ever met in his life. 
Though Peeta had fought in the arena to save Katniss' life because he 


was in love with her, Finnick was willing to give his life for Katniss 
because he was a good man. Because it was the right thing to do. He 
had brought Peeta back from the dead without a second thought as to 
the repercussions, treated Peeta like a friend and Katniss like a baby 
sister. He was in love with a woman the world had labeled as "mad," 
but Finnick Odair saw through that side of Annie and felt unworthy of 
the woman's love. He considered Annie to be too good for him. Yes, 
Finnick was the epitome of a hero. 


Beetee was brilliant...too smart for his own good. He didn't realize 
how funny he was. Peeta remembered when Beetee had said he was 
going to tell jokes for his private session with the Gamemakers and 
everyone thought he was crazy, now Peeta thought, 'Probably 
would've worked to your benefit, Volts.’ The guy truly respected 
Katniss knowledge and saw her as the superior woman she was. 
Peeta could tell that he was still suffering over the loss of Wiress, but 
Beetee put his own pain aside for the benefit of the group. The thing 
that really impressed Peeta about Beetee was the way the man 
attempted to protect him and Katniss earlier in the day when Katniss 
had to stop because she was dizzy. Finnick, Johanna and Beetee 
formed a circle around him and Katniss and Beetee stood there, with a 
knife at the ready, his back sort of hunched over like he was ready to 
jump on someone and Peeta felt a surge of pride with the enormous 
amount of courage Beetee had displayed. 


As far as the woman Peeta currently wanted to protect, Johanna 
Mason was a pain in the ass. She was constantly provoking Katniss, 
who had come to terms with it somehow, and Peeta found himself 
wanting to protect this woman. She hid it. Oh, she hid the signs of her 
anguish quite well, but Peeta had been watching Katniss his whole life 
and he was a pro at dealing with women like Katniss and Johanna. 
She had been hurt...scarred. At some point in her life, unbearable 
damage was done to her and it was more than being a victor. Johanna 


Mason had a broken heart and was doing everything in her power to 
keep people at arm's length. As friendly as she was with Finnick, 
Peeta thought Johanna would have no problems cutting all ties with 
the man if she had to. She was broken. 'No,' Peeta corrected himself, 
‘not broken...fractured. Johanna could be healed if she allowed 
herself to be. If Katniss' walls could come down, so can yours 
Johanna.’ 


Peeta was more than determined to give the woman running behind 
him a chance at happiness. He wanted all of his new friends to be 
able to live their lives to the fullest so he pushed himself that much 
harder, lifted his feet with ease and flew towards the ocean with the 
flimsy, shimmering wire cascading behind him. 


Johanna Mason held onto the coil of wire, unraveling it as she ran 
towards the ocean with Peeta by her side thinking, ‘Better be able to 
keep up with me cinnamon buns,’ but not even a quarter of the way 
down the hill, Peeta had to slow down so she could catch up to him. 
She handed him the golden line and ran as hard as she could, trying 
to figure out how she was going to overpower him and cut the 
Capitol's tracking device out of his arm. She could try and trip him up, 
but he was pretty stable on that fake leg of his. ‘Friggin’ Capitol! Can't 
even get that right,’ she thought. 'Rumor had it the doctors messed 
with your leg when they attached it to you, so what the hell did they do 
to it, make it better? Some screwy leg they gave you. Son of a bitch, 
slow down, Peeta!' The guy was at least three yards ahead of her. 
"Hey!" she called out to him. "Wait up!" 


"Stay back, Johanna. Stay on dry land. I'll Keep you safe." Peeta said 
over his shoulder to her. 


Johanna pushed herself even harder when she heard him say that. As 
a child her mother had told her stories about a princess and a knight 


that fought side by side to save their kingdom from an evil queen. 
They would slay vicious beasts, battle the queen's soldiers, and along 
the way, people that believed in what they stood for joined in their 
battle and followed the pair across the kingdom helping them in their 
quest. The princess and the knight ultimately won the war against the 
queen freeing their world from tyranny and injustice. As Johanna 
raced behind Peeta she was reminded of the tales her mother had told 
her before she went to bed each night and thought, ‘Holy shit, he's 
real. They both are.’ "PEETA!" Johanna called out to him when the 
wire began to unravel from the tree and tangle around his feet. She 
was far from a princess, for the sake of the story, that was Katniss' 
calling, not hers, but Johanna was okay with her position as a faithful 
follower and she would do everything in her power to save Peeta's 
life...save Katniss' life, including sacrifice her own. 


Beetee had a simple plan, according to him, but Finnick honestly 
didn't understand it until Mags had explained it using fishing 
metaphors to him back in Four. Once he got it in his noggin he knew 
his part forwards and backwards. Finnick had to cut the wire from the 
tree so no one would get accidentally electrocuted. After that, Peeta 
was his responsibility. He had to remove the tracker from the boy's 
arm and get him as close to the hovercraft as possible. If there was 
enough time, they'd send the claw down to pick up Katniss and Peeta, 
if not, then Finnick would have to get Peeta onto the ladder where 
they'd freeze them in place and pull them up into the flying machine. 
However, now he had Katniss to tend to, and she was much more 
suspicious in nature than Peeta was. Finnick paced back and forth, 
glancing up at Beetee and waited for the man's signal then stole a 
glimpse of Katniss who was constantly scanning the jungle. 


Since the age of fourteen everyone looked at Finnick as some sort of 
champion, but he knew better. He was just a man. If he was being 
honest with himself, he was a fragile man. He just hid his cowardly self 


better than most, though he hadn't been doing such a good job of 
hiding anything since the incident with the jabberjays. Prior to hearing 
Annie's voice inside of the arena, he would've never agreed to a 
change in the escape plan, but now...he felt Peeta's 
pain...understood where the man was coming from and Finnick swore 
to him that he'd make sure Katniss lived. He didn't Know who would 
make it out of the arena alive tonight with the exception of one person, 
'No,' he realized something, ‘two people...two people will make it out 
tonight. Katniss and that baby she's carrying. | made a promise to 
Peeta and | intend on keeping it.’ He and Katniss passed a few words 
between them prior to Beetee sending him the signal. Too many 
unplanned events occurred between the time he cut the fine gold 
cable and saw the dead body of the man, that from the axe buried in 
his skull, had obviously struggled with Johanna and lost. 


Finnick didn't know what would come of the uprising that was going on 
in their nation right now. Where Annie was or what was happening to 
her. His insides felt like jelly. His palms were dripping with sweat and 
his teeth were on the verge of chattering as he went in search of 
Katniss, intent on keeping the promise he made to Peeta. Yes, to 
Finnick Odair, he was far from the champion people made him out to 
be, but he was a man of his word. 


Katniss couldn't predict the future, didn't have any sort of special gifts 
or abilities when it came to people, but she trusted her instincts and 
right now they said something was very wrong. The feeling she was 
currently experiencing was similar to the one she had gone through 
last year at the end of the Games. 


The four note song Rue had taught Katniss was being repeated back 
to her and Peeta when the sky suddenly started to get darker. Peeta 
asked, "What's going on?" 


Katniss had replied, "It's the finale." 


There was an overwhelming feeling of impending dread coursing 
through her body at that moment in time. After the Games were over 
she hoped she would never have to experience anything like that 
again, but the dread was back with a vengeance. 


During the last Hunger Games it was her sister's life Katniss was 
worried about quickly followed by Peeta's. There was so much more 
on the line this time around. It wasn't just her and Peeta she had to 
worry about, they had a child to think about now...children to think 
about. Not just their own, but other people's children too. She and 
Peeta were more than just the victors of the Seventy-Fourth Hunger 
Games; they were the Mockingjay...the Jabberjay...the hope for a 
better future. 


The sound of Peeta's voice calling out to her through the thick, dark 
jungle left her with a combination of relief, knowing that he was still 
alive, and fear, worrying that someone may come upon him and take 
his life. There was a quiver in her voice as she screamed his name. 
She and Finnick had literally stumbled upon a bleeding Beetee who 
was in need of medical care. As Finnick searched for Peeta, Katniss 
stayed and tended to Beetee's injuries. She didn't care. It was a 
horrible thing, she knew it, but she didn't care about Beetee's wound. 
The only person she was concerned about was her husband. He 
needed her. She needed him. The world needed him. 


Beetee was mumbling incoherent phrases in Katniss' ear as she 
tended to his wound. She tried to keep her mind focused on her 
patient, but he was unconscious now and all Katniss could think about 
was Peeta. She didn't have a gift with people, but Peeta most certainly 
did. He saw inside of them...read them like a book and when he 
painted...his portraits were able to touch people without words. 


Though Peeta Mellark could move a nation with just one sentence, he 
didn't need to use his verbal abilities. His artistic one...his silent talent 
spoke louder than words ever could. He had the ability to reach inside 
of a person, the worst type of person, and touch them. Katniss thought 
of the people he had stirred in his life: Gale who had given him the 
three finger salute on Reaping Day, Effie Trinket, who used to be just 
another shallow Capitol resident, would now lay down her life for him. 
She could see a giggling Glimmer convincing Cato and Clove to let 
Peeta live, willing to abandon her alliance with the Careers and fight 
alongside of Peeta instead of against him. Then there was his mother. 
Though the woman was a despicable human being, even she had 
proclaimed her love for her son. He was out of earshot, but she 
admitted it to herself and that was a start. 


The moment Finnick returned, dropping Peeta next to her, Katniss' 
fingers went to the piece of moss, tied to his wound, saturated with 
blood...too much blood. His face was pale. The life was draining from 
his eyes. Her Peeta was dying right before her eyes. 


The sight of Katniss was enough to make Peeta's heart race, 
unfortunately the quickening of his pulse caused the blood to pump 
out of the veins that were sliced open. He watched Katniss' lips move, 
knew she was actually speaking, but didn't hear her voice. "It'll be 
okay, Katniss. We're together now," his voice was barely above a 
whisper. 


"We're getting out of here, Peeta. You'll see." She ran her fingers 
down the side of his face. If Katniss wasn't trapped in the middle of a 
steaming hot jungle, she would've sworn that someone had shoved an 
icicle down her spine when she saw the trail of his blood she had 
inadvertently trailed down his ashen skin. "Peeta," she whispered 
hoarsely. 


He wanted to talk to her. To tell her things...things she needed to 
know before he died, but there wasn't time. There would never be 
enough time to tell Katniss everything that was in his heart. His head 
was spinning, Finnick was screaming out Johanna's name somewhere 
in the arena, and the moon was almost directly over them. "It's almost 
midnight," he could barely hear himself speak. 


Katniss was shaking, she knew he was telling her she had to complete 
Beetee's plan. "What...I'm not sure what to do?" Beetee had tried to 
tell her when he was mumbling to her before he had passed out, but 
Katniss couldn't understand him. She racked her brains trying to reach 
for any words that would lead to an explanation. From out of nowhere 
a barrage of voices spoke to her, telling her exactly what she needed 
to accomplish. 


"Listen to me...both of you." Haymitch spoke to Katniss and Peeta the 
night before they entered the Quell. "When you're in the arena...you 
just...just remember who the enemy is." 


'The enemy,' Katniss thought to herself, ‘none of these people are my 
enemies. The Capitol is my enemy. President Snow is my enemy. He 
is the reason these Games continue to exist.' 


"You must survive, Katniss. You must both survive and go on to fulfill 
your destiny." Rue had come to her in a dream and showed her how 
important she and Peeta were to the rebellion. 


'We chose to come into these Games instead of making a run for it. 
We did that because we are the symbols of our nation. We are the 
hope of the rebellion.’ 


"Chink..." 


‘Thank you, Wiress,' Katniss heard the woman's voice clear as day 
during the first day of training. She could see Wiress lift her eyes to 
the blurry square in the force field that had been put in front of the 
Gamemakers. 


Peeta pushed the knife with the wire wrapped around the blade; 
Beetee had dropped onto the dirt, towards Katniss with his 
bloodstained fingers. "You know what to do, Katniss." 


She picked it up, trying her best to ignore the blood dripping from 
Peeta's fingertips soaking into the soil, and coiled the delicate line 
around one of her arrows. 


He was dizzy and the sounds of Finnick screaming out Johanna's 
name had the hairs on the back of Peeta's neck standing on end. He 
was almost certain that the cannon he had heard earlier signaled the 
woman's death, which meant there could be two Careers out there 
hunting both he and Katniss down right now, and Peeta was too weak 
to fight them off. Katniss on the other hand... Peeta saw that familiar 
drive...that spark in her eyes that troubled every single tribute, other 
than himself, in the arena last year. His girl was on fire again. 


Katniss gave him a nod, stood up and took aim. A breath through her 
slightly parted lips, her eyes focused on the imperfection in the force 
field...the chink in the armor, her fingers pulled back on the taut string 
as she took in a deep breath. Behind her she could hear Peeta 
whispering to her, "Shoot straight, Katniss." And that's exactly what 
she did. The arrow flew through the air, the flimsy cable flapping in the 
wind like the tail of a kite on a spring day, shining...shimmering in the 
moonlight. The bolt of lightning split the sinister night sky right as her 
arrow pierced through the force field. For a split second she could see 
a Star, a real one, then she turned, and threw herself on top of Peeta. 


The warmth of his blood seeped through her undergarments as he 
wrapped his arms around her. 


Peeta held on as long as he could, but there was nothing more he 
could do. It was over now. Katniss would be safe. He closed his eyes 
and gave into the sparkling white lights that were calling him home. 
The last thing he said was, "Always." 
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Previously you got some POV's of what happened in the arena, 
but not an actual account of what happened. In this chapter you 
will find out everything. District Twelve was hit with firebombs 


and Bing came upon an injured Gale in the woods. Effie stayed at 
the Capitol using Annie as her excuse. 


This is the final chapter of CF:R and I'd like to dedicate it to all of 
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thought to yourself, why not...I'll give it a try, then never left my 
side. Those of you that were brought here by a friend or relative. 
Those of you that were bored and looking for something to do. 
Those that read one of my other stories and started browsing 
through my stuff. Those of you that came here because of 
Outtakes (I kind of feel like you guys got to get a little more story 
than others and there will be an Outtakes for MJ:BW). Those of 
you that wanted to see my grammar get better or my writing style 
progress. Whatever your reason for sticking with me... This one's 
for you. Thank you. From the bottom of my heart THANK YOU! 


S and A, there are no words for all that you do. I thank you both. 
BB, you have made this a very special journey. Thank you. 


Now it is time for the final installation of... (I'm gonna cry)... 
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Bing rushed to Gale's aid, the fiery inferno of District Twelve the boy's 
backdrop in the night. "What happened?" The baker's voice was 
frantic, his heart racing. 


"The power was cut and then they sent in planes to firebomb us." The 
skin on Gale's arm was blistered as was half of his face. 


Bing's eyes were wide with horror. "My family!" He tried to push past 
Gale, who was now holding him back. The flat of his hands pressed 
against the baker's chest, pushing...breaking open some of the 


blisters on one hand...doing his best to prevent the baker from facing 
the devastation. 


"If they're not heading for the lake, sir, then they're gone. The Capitol 
hit Town Square first," pain filled Gale's voice as he informed the 
baker of the overwhelming news. "I...I tried to get to..." his voice 
began to crack, "I couldn't get to Prim or Katniss' mom. | tried, but 
there was no getting through the fire." 


"|..." Peeta's father was trying to cope with what Gale had told him. 
His sons could be dead...burning away while he was safe in the 
middle of the woods. "I have them. They're safe." 


With his good hand, Gale gripped the baker's arm. "You got them out! 
They're here?" His eyes scanned the surrounding area. "Where are 
they? We have to get them to safety before the Peacekeepers come.’ 


The word Peacekeepers snapped Bing out of his stupor. "Come with 
me." He helped Gale to the hidden trap door in the woods. "Evelyn," 
he called down to her. "You two need to come up here. Quick. Gale's 
hurt." 


Gale stared down at the flight of stairs, an oddity in the middle of the 
woods, wondering where it came from. "What the hell is this?" 


"It's a secret passage Peeta and Katniss found out about right before 
they left for the Games," Bing held out his hand to help Prim into the 
woods then her mother. "They've hidden some supplies out here just 
in case we needed them." 


"Why didn't they run? Leave before the Games?" Gale was frozen in 
place as Bing began pushing on something in the ground and the 
woods went back to looking normal again, hiding the tunnel's exit. 


"Because they knew the Capitol would take out their disappearance 
on the people of the district. Instead they decided to go in and try to 
give the rebels hope." Bing faced Gale head on. "Peeta told me you 
knew about the rebellion...the uprising in Eight and what they mean to 
this war, so don't act so shocked at their choice. Now quit standing 
there and let Evelyn look at your wounds. We need to get in gear." 


Gale, Evelyn and Prim watched in awe as Peeta's father revealed the 
hidden supplies and saw what was hidden within. 


"Mom, I'll take care of Gale," Prim took hold of one of the containers of 
medication. "Come here, Gale. You'll feel better in no time." She 
poured some clean water over his injuries, heard him suck in a breath 
between his teeth, gently patted some clean gauze against it to dry his 
burns then rubbed the ointment into his skin. 


Gale had expected to scream and feel the stabbing pain rip through 
his skin, like he had when he was whipped, when Prim applied the 
medicine to his burns, instead there was instant relief. "Holy cow, what 
is that stuff?" 


"That's what they sent Katniss when she got hit with the fireball in the 
arena," Prim answered. "Mom, | need a clean shirt for him." 


"Hold on," Evelyn unzipped a large black bag to find smaller bags 
within with labels on them. 


"I've got it." Bing yanked out a tote from a larger black bag. "This one's 
marked 'Gale." He tossed the bag towards Prim. 


"Thanks." Prim unzipped it and pulled out a brand new long-sleeved 
shirt and handed it to Gale. "Here put this on. Make sure you take off 
your undershirt too. Don't want to cause an infection." 


"Where the hell did this stuff come from?" Gale reached a tentative 
hand out towards the shirt. 


"I'm guessing it was Peeta," Prim answered as she zipped the bag 
back up then lugged it to the baker. "Holy cow that's a lot of stuff. How 
are we going to get it out of here?" 


The baker sat back on his haunches. "I was just wondering the same 
thing myself." He looked at the crowd of people vanishing in the 
distance. "Gale where are they heading?" 


"To the lake," he answered as he changed into the soft blue shirt Prim 
had handed him. 


"We need to get some of those men back here." Bing stood up and 
began thinking. "Is there anyone up there you trust, Gale? A couple of 
strong men?" 


"Yeah. Why?" 


"We're going to need to act fast," Bing motioned for him to come over. 
"Take a look inside of here." The storage unit was about the size of a 
small truck, lined with some plastic tarp, had a couple of trunks in 
there that no one could get into with the exception of Katniss and 
Peeta, some large black duffel bags filled with smaller totes and the 
rest were boxes. "There's no way we can unload all of this stuff 
ourselves. You go ahead with Prim and Mrs. Everdeen and send back 
a bunch of men, good strong men. | want to do this all in one trip. Now 
they're not going to trust me seeing as l'm from town and all, but they'll 
trust whoever you trust." 


"Why don't | just come back with them?" Gale asked. 


Bing shook his head. "We need you to stay with those people. Once 
they see supplies, everyone is going to want them and the last thing 
we need is chaos." He turned to Evelyn. "You and Prim set up a 
medical area. Gale, put your mother in charge of household items like 
clothing. Injured, children, pregnant women, elders, women then men. 
That's the order we take care of people. Gale you and your brothers 
will be in charge of food. We hunt and forage for what we need. The 
supplies Peeta has provided are to be used as a last resort." 


Gale listened intently as the baker laid out a plan for what was to be 
done over the next few hours. "I'm sending you two men. Thom and 
Jorge. They can be your go betweens. Peeta knows both of them and 
they think very highly of your son. They'll make sure no one searches 
through the supplies and bring them straight to me at the lake." 


"Good." Bing reached inside of the storage unit and pulled out a dark 
green bag. "You keep this with you. Do not unzip it or show anyone 
what's inside of it until | arrive. Understand me?" 


"Yes, sir." Gale slid the handles over his good arm. "May | ask what's 
inside of it?" 


"Weapons," Bing answered. "Everything Katniss, Peeta and Haymitch 
used during training and then some." 


"What do | say when people ask me where this stuff came from?" 


Bing stood up and said, "You tell them the truth. You tell them that 
Katniss and Peeta wanted to take care of their district and hid things in 
the woods a long time ago. They don't need to know the details just 
that those two never forgot where they came from." He handed Prim a 
box with medical supplies inside of it. "Can you carry that?" 


She nodded. "Yes." It was a bit on the heavy side, but she was strong 
like her brother and sister so the box would make it to the lake with no 
problems. 


"That's my good girl," Bing gave her braid a little tug. 


"Evelyn, I'm not sure what the priority is as far as medicines go. You 
want to take a look inside of this thing?" 


"Lord," her eyes filled with tears, "I couldn't love that boy any more if | 
tried." She loaded up on bandages, pain medicine, burn ointment, 
antibiotics and anything else she could lift. 


Gale, Prim and Evelyn headed toward the lake, their bodies weighed 
down with boxes and bags as Bing hid the evidence back up in case a 
Peacekeeper showed. Every now and then a stray resident of Twelve 
would stumble along, badly damaged and he would hide them in the 
woods until help arrived. A dozen men, three from town, showed up 
two hours later. They couldn't carry all of the supplies and decided to 
send the majority of them back with Thom and Jorge then send 
another group of men back with Thom to finish up the haul. 


"Anyone see my family at the lake?" Bing asked, holding onto hope 
that his sons had somehow escaped the blaze. 


Looks were exchanged, men murmured back and forth, they all 
guessed what had happened to the baker's family, but none of them 
wanted to voice their opinion. "Most of us were in the Seam when the 
bombs hit," Thom finally spoke up, "so we're probably not the best 
ones to ask, but we'll keep our eyes open for them when we head 
back." 


Bing looked at his fellow townsfolk avoiding eye contact with him at 
any cost. "| appreciate it. Thom was it?" 


"Yes, sir." 


"The name is, Bing. Bing Mellark. My son Peeta spoke quite highly of 
you." 


"Peeta's a hell of a guy," Thom strapped a large black bag onto his 
back and lifted several boxes up from the ground making a slight 
grunting noise. "Doesn't surprise me that he prepared for a day like 
this." He adjusted the boxes in his arms. "I'll ask around about your 
family, see what I can find out." Thom nodded towards the two men 
they were leaving behind with Bing. "I'll be back as soon as | can with 
help. You men help him get the rest of this stuff organized and ready 
to move." 


Gale started as a box was dropped at his feet. He looked at the men 
lining up behind Thom and said, "Place the boxes back here." Pointed 
to a spot next to the old, abandoned shack and said, "Line the bags 
up over here. Don't stack them." 


Prim walked up to Gale. "Mom wants to know if there are any blankets 
in there. We need to lay them down on the floor." 


"Thom?' Gale asked his trusted co-worker, "Did you find any blankets 
in these?" 


The man shook his head. "Mr. Mel...Bing, told us not to search 
through the supplies, said that was your job." 


Gale gave him a nod. He had told Gale the same, but didn't expect 
anyone to actually listen to the baker. They were all in a desperate 
situation, probably hungry...starving, so Gale was a bit surprised that 
none of them tried to search through the boxes for food. "That's right. | 
forgot he said that." Gale turned to Prim. "Tell your mom I'll take a look 


as soon as | can." He turned his attention back to Thom. "Where is he 
anyway?" 


"We couldn't get everything back in one trip, so he stayed back with a 
couple of men, there are still some stragglers wandering into the 
woods. He thought it would be best to keep a couple of guys back and 
if a group of folks showed up, a man could lead them back this way so 
they wouldn't get lost," Thom answered. "I've got to head back with a 
few more men to pick up the rest of the supplies." 


"That's a hell of a trip to be making back to back," Gale ran his hand 
through his already tousled hair. "Why don't you stay here and | can 
go?" 


"Mr. Mellark said you needed to stay here and run things till he got 
back, Gale," Prim gave him a serious look. 


"Yeah," Gale began to nod. 


"Since when do we take orders from the baker?" One of the men 
dropping off the boxes asked. 


"He's just trying to help," Gale said defending the man. 


"I'm going to head back. Who do you think | should take with me?" 
Thom asked. "Mr. Mell...| mean Bing suggested | try and take a 
couple of men from town as well as a couple from the Seam. Split the 
work up evenly if we can." 


Gale looked around and noticed an abundance of people from the 
Seam and barely anyone from town. "There," he pointed. "That's Delly 
Cartwright. She knows pretty much everyone. Go ask her to come 
over here and we'll ask her who would be the best ones to ask for 
help." 


"Who's running this show?" Another of the men from the Seam asked 
Gale. "The baker or you, Gale?" 


"What's that supposed to mean?" Gale asked. 


A few of the men gathered round. "Look, we don't mind if the baker 
helps out and all, but taking orders from a merchant? Hell, we might 
as well be taking orders from Undersee again," one of them said. 


"That's not fair!" Prim forced her way into the middle of their circle. 
"Peeta's from town and none of you have a problem with him or taking 
the food he gave to you when he lived here." 


"Prim," Gale tried to calm her down by putting a hand on her shoulder. 
"Lower your voice." 


"I will do no such thing," she stomped her foot and crossed her arms 
over her chest. 


Gale tried not to smile at how much she resembled Catnip in that 
moment. "Let me handle this, Prim." He turned to face the group of 
men. "Right now no one's in charge. We're all just trying to survive so 
let's not make a big deal out of anything." 


"You're wrong, Gale. People here are looking to you," one of the men 
said. "They're all counting on you to help get us out of this mess." 


Gale had a sneaky suspicion that his fellow residents thought he was 
the one that would solve all of their problems. "I'm not sure what we're 
going to do here." 


"You're the one that's got us loading up these supplies...set up an 
area for the sick..." 


"Gale didn't do that!" Prim almost lunged at the man. "Peeta did that! 
Mr. Mellark did that!" 


"Prim's right," Gale took a step in front of her. "Peeta, Katniss and the 
baker are the ones that prepared for something like this, not me. All | 
did was take people to the lake and follow the baker's orders when we 
got here." Gale squinted and studied the men trying to absorb the 
news. "Like | said, we're all trying to survive right now. No one should 
be thinking about who's in charge. We should be thinking about how to 
help each other out." 


"Well, none of those merchants are gonna want to help out those of us 
from the Seam, you can count on that." 


"Gale?" Delly stepped up to the group and spoke quietly. "I just 
thought you'd want to know. My dad and some of the other men from 
town left with Thom to meet up with Peeta's dad. They said it was their 
turn to go since so many of the coalminers went the last time." 


Prim flashed the group of men a know it all look, "You were saying?" 


Delly glanced at the men and said, "The others that went with you are 
getting ready to clean up in the lake. | know you're in charge of the 
food, Gale and | was thinking, since they did so much traveling for all 
of us, they should probably be the first ones to eat. | know you said 
children then pregnant women, but none of the adults, pregnant 
women included, will want to take a stitch of food until these men have 
had something." She played with the charred ends of her ponytail. "I'm 
a really good cook so l'Il be happy to help you with the food 
preparations. My whole family will. It's what we do, after all." 


Gale flustered a little and said, "I've already asked Greasy Sae to work 
on the meal preparation." 


"Yes, | know," Delly held her chin up high. "And she's quite gifted with 
wild dog, but so am |." 


Gale's eyes flashed to Delly's. "You...are?" 


"Never judge a book by its cover Gale Hawthorne," she smiled 
brightly. "I've already spoken to Miss. Sae and she has agreed to let 
me and my family help her. She's very interested in my recipe for 
estofado el perro." 


He had seen it advertised once a month at the grocery store Delly's 
family owned and there was always a line for the stuff when they sold 
it. Of course a line consisted of three or four people, but that was a 
crowd considering the majority of people couldn't afford the luxury of 
buying a prepared meal. Gale had always wondered what it was and 
what it tasted like. Lately they had been preparing it almost daily for 
Thread's Peacekeepers. It must've been something really special 
considering the white suited guards actually lined up for a bowl of the 
stuff. Gale pretended he didn't know what she was talking about. "Esta 
what a what?" his face twisted. 


"Dog stew," Delly quirked her brow. "So? What do you say? Can | 
help?" 


It took everything in Gale's power not to let out a laugh at Delly's 
admission. Anyone that could dress up a bowl of dog stew and flog it 
to the Peacekeepers as gourmet cooking the way her family had been 
for years was okay in Gale's book. "Yeah, sure." 


Prim had her hand covering her mouth to hide her smile. The second 
she was alone with Gale she let out a hint of a grin. "Can you believe 
Delly's family has been serving dog stew to everyone for so long and 
no one knew about it?" 


Gale was shaking his head from side to side. "Gotta hand it to them. 
That's pretty ingenious. | bet Greasy Sae is kicking herself right now 
for not thinking of a fancy name like they came up with." Gale led Prim 
over to the supplies and started going through the labels. "You said 
you needed blankets?" 


"And any medical supplies you come across." 


Gale took a quick peek inside of the stone cottage where Posy was 
currently "nursing" people back to health. "Is she causing you two any 
problems in there?" 


"No, she's actually helping out quite a bit," Prim answered. "Bringing 
people water. Telling them stories...getting their mind off of things." 
She looked towards the district which was still burning brightly. "Why'd 
they do it, Gale? Why'd they blow it up? Was it because Mr. Mellark 
took me and mom before the Peacekeepers came for us?" 


"The Peacekeepers came for you, Prim?" This was news to Gale. 


"Yeah," Prim started to read the labels. "I don't know how Mr. Mellark 
knew, but he did. He knew they were going to come for us. He took us 
over to Peeta's house to watch the Games, made us leave the lights 
off, got me and mom a change of clothes and then started leading us 
toward another mansion." Prim gave Gale the rundown on how they 
escaped and what happened in the cramped tunnel. 


"Where the heck did that thing come from Prim?" 


Prim shrugged. "Mr. Mellark didn't seem to know the whole story, but | 
guess it was built when the house was. Found them," she pointed to a 
couple of boxes that said bedding. "This one says, Katniss' bedding." 


Gale had wanted to tell her something...ask her something. "Prim," he 
said a little sheepishly, "is she really pregnant?" 


"You're kidding, right?" Prim looked at him like he was insane. "Have 
you seen how much she's been throwing up? Or how often she's been 
crying?" 


"I've seen her cry, but other than today | haven't seen her throw up 
except for that first day and she was sort of dehydrated," he opened a 
box, "I've been at work." 


"Gale, Katniss is like an exaggerated version of a textbook pregnant 
woman." Prim dug through the first box and pulled out a condensed 
package, each one contained a pillow and a sleeping bag as flat as a 
sheet of paper. "Holy cow, how many of these are in here?" 


Gale stuck his head in the box. "I don't know. Where did they come 
from?" 


"l...have...no...clue..." Prim was shaking her head slowly in disbelief. 
"There has to be...like a hundred in here." She tapped on the box 
marked Katniss' bedding. "Open this one next. | wonder what's inside. 
It's probably for her. Something special for her from him." 


"Him?" Gale questioned. 


"Peeta," Prim sighed then smiled, "Or maybe it's something she 
insisted on having because she's gotten so spoiled." 


"Katniss isn't spoiled," Gale insisted. 


Prim rolled her head towards Gale. "Katniss is Soooooooo spoiled. 
Peeta has babied the heck out of her. | don't even want to imagine 
how bad it's going to get now that's she's pregnant." 


"What did you mean she was ‘textbook? Gale asked as he opened 
the box. "You mean the puking?" 


"Not just that. Her skin, her hair...her..." Prim started making jerky, 
spastic motions with her shoulders and twitching her lips and nose. 


"Herrrr?" Gale was trying to get Prim to spit it out. 


Prim noticed a full, downy blanket that had already been opened and 
more packaging like the others with different contents in them. She 
lifted the blanket up and saw a flash of orange fall out on the ground. 
"Oh boy," she giggled and picked up the tiny articles. 


"Geez," Gale snatched it from Prim's grasp and picked the other off of 
the ground. "I think we need to leave this box alone." he shoved the 
bedding back inside of it. "This is obviously not meant to be used by 
any of us." 


Prim bit her lips to stifle her giggle. "Obviously." She took a few of the 
sleeping bag packages and said, "Gale, there are a lot of different 
signs, you should know, you have how many siblings? Prim gave her 
shoulder a little shrug, "They're having a baby, Gale and from the 
looks of things, | think they're both pretty happy about it." Prim 
grabbed some bedding and medications then went back to her station 
in the cottage. 


He had no clue how to interpret that, but he'd figure it out. Gale may 
have packed up the bedding, but he shoved Katniss' personal item 
into his pocket, telling himself he didn't want anyone else to come 
across it. 


The sun had already come up by the time Bing had made it to the 
lake. He had spent hours listening to the people that had stumbled 
into the woods tell him about the Capitol's planes dropping the bombs 


around their district. Bing had expected them to tell him that the mines 
were the first target, but they weren't. The bakery was. It tore him up 
inside knowing he was busy saving Clayton Everdeen's family whilst 
his own was being burned alive. He sent one of the men back to camp 
with the group and the rest of the supplies, the second man back with 
another, smaller group of people that had wandered into the woods. 
Finally Bing asked Delly's father if he wouldn't mind walking him to the 
lake while Thom and the rest went into their district to gather up any 
remaining people and bring them to their camp. He allowed himself to 
grieve for the loss of his sons and found that he had no tears for his 
wife, but guilt over the lack of emotion he felt towards her death. Once 
he saw the large group of people in sight he put his personal needs 
aside and sought out Gale. "How are we doing here?" 


"Pretty good. We've got a hunting party getting ready to go out, a 
makeshift hospital over here," Gale pointed towards the old cottage, 
"mom's got volunteers taking care of the people with the most damage 
done to their clothing and my brothers have an area set up for sleep. 
We're going to do it in shifts. What do you think?" 


"| think that's a good idea. We'll need to have people standing guard in 
case the Capitol finds out about our little refugee camp. Going to have 
to come up with an escape plan just in case something like that comes 
up." Bing looked around. "Have we done a head count yet?" 


"No? Think we should?" Gale hadn't even thought of it. 


"Definitely. We need to know how many people we're feeding. How 
much water we'll need...how many children there are in case one 
wanders off... Maybe get a few people to write down who we've got 
here. For all we know there are people thinking their families are dead 
and they're right across the woods from one another." It was a long 


shot, but maybe one of his sons got out and was somewhere in the 
woods amongst the group. 


"| think there are a few teachers in there," Gale said. "Want me to ask 
them?" 


"As long as they can read and write, they're perfect for the job." 


Gale pulled him to the side and quietly said, "Listen, people keep 
asking me who's in charge. I'm not really sure what to tell them." 


Bing didn't feel like a power struggle, but this was an awfully big job 
for Gale. "You want to be in charge, Gale?" 


"Don't really feel like it's my place considering all that you and Peeta 
did here," he answered. 


"You did just as much," Bing told him. He studied the people they were 
surrounded by. The vast majority of them were from the Seam. "What 
do you say we do this together? We can talk things through together. 
If someone asks you something, you tell them you don't make the 
decision without talking to me first and | tell people the same." 


"Sounds good," Gale agreed. "Let me tell you what | was thinking 
about doing as far as food goes." They discussed meals. Gale didn't 
want to allow the men that hunted to eat out of order, but Bing said it 
was necessary for them to keep up their strength. The stipulation 
being that no one other than Gale was allowed to go hunting two times 
in a row. There weren't very many residents of Twelve that knew how 
to hunt, set snares or forage. The fence, whether it was on or off, was 
threatening enough to the majority of people that lived in District 
Twelve. No one was allowed to wander into the woods unattended for 
any reason whatsoever including Gale. There was a "lights out" time 
period each night when the only reason a person could get up from 


their assigned spot was to use the restroom and they weren't allowed 
to go alone. Everyone had to check in and check out. They were able 
to survive for two days before having to break into the food supplies 
that were hidden away and even then by day three things were 
looking scarce. With only two bows and a minimal supply of arrows, 
some spears, swords and knives, feeding eight hundred and three 
people was a lot to ask when most of the people there didn't know 
how to hunt. 


"Mr. Mellark?" Gale was sitting at the edge of the lake watching 
Peeta's father reach in up to his elbow for the root that had been 
helping to keep them alive. The man had barely slept since Gale had 
run into him that very first night. "Slim pickings, huh?" 


"She's in there somewhere. Just got to find her. That daughter in law 
of mine doesn't like to make things easy," he grinned over his 
shoulder. "I'm telling you, Gale...katniss is going to keep us all alive." 
He plucked out one of the plants. "See?" It dripped down his arm. 
"That girl would never let her sister starve to death. We need to find 
some dandelions too. Prim said that's the way to go." 


"Yeah, they make for a good sala..." Gale held up his hand. "Do you 
hear that?" 


"What is..." Bing was standing up with a knife in his hand at Gale's 
side, his hair whipping in the ferocious wind. "The Capitol found us!" 
Sounds of women and children screaming were coming from behind 
them. "Prim!" Bing ran towards the stone cottage. He could see 
Evelyn and Prim standing in the doorway. Prim was pointing upwards 
towards the hovercraft, her eyes were aglow. Evelyn's hand was 
covering her mouth and Bing was running to save Peeta's girls...his 
girls. "I'm coming!" 


Gale had to get to his family. Hopefully his brother would remember to 
follow the escape plan, but from the looks of things, very few people 
remembered a damn thing. Most of them were just standing there like 
bumps on a log. Some of them actually looked happy. Maybe they 
thought they wouldn't starve to death now that the Capitol was there to 
take them as prisoners. Better to be a prisoner than die of starvation in 
the woods. He heard someone call out Haymitch's name. Then more 
people were calling out the drunken mentor's name and 
cheering...pointing. Gale took a quick glance over his shoulder 
towards the Capitol's hovercraft then did a double take. He almost 
tripped over his own feet when he saw Haymitch Abernathy waving at 
everyone, while standing on the rung of a ladder being lowered into 
the woods of District Twelve. 


"What'd ya say everybody?" Haymitch's voice went out over a loud 
speaker. "I've got one of our very own victors waiting for ya. Feel like 
getting the hell out of here and going someplace safe?" 


While everyone else broke out into cheers, Bing and Gale felt the 
impact of Haymitch's message. One victor had made it out of the 
arena. The question was which one. 


Katniss' eyes fluttered opened. The room was white. Above her stood 
the familiar Avox and an unfamiliar face of a female doctor who was 
rambling something about loss of blood and a possible concussion. 
She lifted her hand to her temple, "Why can't | remember your name?’ 
She asked herself about the Avox. 'Oh, yeah...possible concussion. ' 
Her hand fell to her side. She was too weak to keep it lifted for more 
than three seconds. "Peeta?" She whispered. Katniss had meant to 
speak in a regular voice, but it didn't come out that way. The Avox 


looked sad and gave Katniss a little shrug. 'He's not here.' There was 
someone else she needed to find out about, but Katniss couldn't 
remember whose welfare she had to inquire about. The back of her 
eyes were beginning to burn, she could feel her sinuses swelling, her 
throat threatening to close. Before the first tear could drip down the 
side of her cheek she remembered who she needed to ask about. 
Fear of the answer caused her to wait to ask about the baby. She 
needed one more minute in which she was still pregnant before 
hearing the possible answer from the doctor. The room was quiet, 
dimly lit, a morbid atmosphere as far as Katniss was concerned. She 
tried to put things together. Figure out where she was. Was she at the 
Capitol? Being put back together in order to go back into the arena to 
finish up the Games? Had she won the Games like Peeta had wanted 
her to? 'Peeta,' her mind went back to him. She could see him now. 
Lying on the jungle ground as his blood poured out of his wound. His 
face as white as winter's snow contrasted by the stark streaks of red 
her blood drenched fingers had left behind when she trailed them 
across his cheek in a tender caress. Katniss' mouth began moving 
frantically, no sound was coming out, but warm air was being pushed 
from between her dry lips as she began talking to herself...to an 
absent Peeta. "Did you die? Please don't be dead, Peeta. Dear God, 
you are, aren't you? | can't do this. | can't. Not without you. | don't 
know if the baby's okay yet, Peeta. I'm too scared to ask. What if | lost 
it?" She was crying now. Blubbering...sobbing uncontrollably as she 
continued her silent ranting. "I'll kill myself if | lost this baby. | swear | 
will. I'll take the first bottle of pills | can find, slice my wrists...I'll take 
my life if | lost our child. Peeta why didn't we leave? Why did we have 
to be the faces of the rebellion? Why didn't we just go? Take our 
families and run? We should've run when we had the chance. We 
would've found out about the baby during our escape and...and...it 
would be alive right now. You'd be with me. We'd be a family. We'd be 
in Thirteen by now. Safe from the Capitol's grasp. Dear God, what did 


we do? | don't care about anyone else's children! | care about our 
child! Our baby! | care about you! | want to die." The doctor was 
walking towards her. "Let me die so | can be with Peeta and the baby. 
Please let me go." 


"Katniss? You need to calm down," the doctor was talking to her, trying 
to help her. 


She had to find out. Not Knowing was pure torture. Katniss finally 
spoke through her sobs. "The baby?" 


The look on the physician's face was one of concern. "Things are still 
a little touchy right now. You've been through a lot. The heartbeat has 
been fluctuating somewhat, responding to your own body's stress, so 
you can see why it's imperative that you keep yourself calm...relax. I'd 
rather not have to give you medications as it's best to keep any form 
of chemical compounds out of your system, but | will if | have to for the 
sake of..." 


"No," Katniss interrupted the woman. "I'll do whatever | have to." She 
took several long deep breaths. "You said the heartbeat. Can you hear 
the baby's heart?" 


"Not only hear it, but see it as well." The doctor motioned for a 
machine to be brought over. "Lay back and try to relax." She placed a 
palm sized computer in her hand and placed it on Katniss' abdomen. 
A picture was projected from the machine into the air like a portable 
television screen. 


Katniss studied the odd "C" shaped object the doctor was pointing at. 
"It looks like a lima bean with sprouts growing out of it," she sniffed 
and rubbed her nose against the thin gown she was dressed in. 


"That's your baby Katniss and if you look right here," the doctor made 
a circle with her finger around a part of the image then pointed at it. 
The portion of the picture the doctor touched was now enlarged and 
had moved closer to Katniss, "See the way this is moving? It looks like 
a tiny white pond with miniscule water sources flowing into it." Katniss 
nodded. "That's your baby's heart pumping blood through its system." 
The doctor flung the image back into place with her index finger. She 
circled other parts of the lima bean, "The sprouts are actually your 
child's arms and here is the head..." 


Katniss watched as the doctor went over each area one by one with 
her, even the thin membranes covering the baby's eyes. "Is it a boy or 
a girl?" 


"We won't know that for a little while yet as the gender has yet to be 
determined," the doctor checked a few things on the little machine 
then shut it off. 


"Peeta says it's going to be a girl," Katniss closed her eyes and 
thought of her husband, wished he was there so he could see their 
little banana nut. She began moving her lips, speaking silently to 
Peeta. "It almost looks like a nut, Peeta. You'd love it." 


"Men do determine the child's sex, though | don't think they can simply 
will it to be a particular gender." 


"How far along am I?" Katniss asked. She remembered the exact 
day...moment...second the baby was conceived. 


"Approximately seven weeks." The doctor picked up a little computer 
and typed a few things into it. "Please eat everything that is sent in to 
you. | watched the Games and noticed you had an adverse reaction 

prior to every meal. Is there anything in particular that you must stay 

away from?" 


"Lamb stew and hot grain," Katniss answered and felt the tears 
beginning to slowly trickle down her face again. The image of Peeta 
sitting across from her in a wet cave, sharing a picnic of lamb stew, 
warm rolls, goat cheese...admiring the hand painted china pattern, 
pointing out the beauty of the rocky walls that surrounded them... it 
was all too much for Katniss to handle. "The baby is so beautiful, 
Peeta," whenever she spoke to him, there was never any sound, but 
she looked like she was having a regular conversation with someone. 
"You can't really make out much, but it's got a head and arms and 
eyelids...| wonder if it'll have your blue eyes? You'll probably want it to 
have my eyes though," Katniss sniffed, wiped her nose on her gown 
and smiled a little. "If it were up to you, we'd have a miniature version 
of me. Temper and all." She glanced towards the side and saw his 
smiling face looking back at her. "I never understood why you liked my 
temper so much. I've been testing people's patience for years, but you 
and Prim. Even Gale can't stand it when | get moody. You think we 
have bad fights? Gale and | have literally thrown things at each 
other...well not at each other...okay, I've thrown things at him and he's 
thrown things pretty close to me, but not directly at me. One time he 
did shoot an arrow in my direction. Shot it about five feet above my 
head. | was so pissed off | ran straight at him and head butted him in 
the stomach. Knocked the wind out of him and didn't talk to him for 
almost a week." She pulled the covers over herself and felt her eyelids 
getting heavy. "I prefer our fights much better. They're much more 
productive, don't you think? | mean...we scream...yell...boy can we 
yell and you don't put up with my crap either. You call me on my shit. 
Gale doesn't really do that, he just argues his point whether he's right 
or wrong. Doesn't ever try to see my side of things and never really 
fights with me about the important things." She rolled onto her side 
gazed lovingly at Peeta who seemed to be just out of reach and for 
some odd reason he was sitting under the oak tree. "Whenever Gale 
fights with me it's always about stupid stuff unless it has to do with 


you. You were always a sore spot for him. On the other hand, 
you...you fought with me whenever you thought | was doing 
something wrong. Not just wrong, but something that would hurt me or 
the people we love. Yup...you never put up with my shit, Peeta. Oh, 
you argued with me over stupid things too," Katniss grinned a little and 
finally let her eyes close, "but | knew those fights were so we could 
make up a little while later. You'd always come up to me...wrap your 
arms around me from behind and whisper in my ear, 'Katniss, | was 
stupid. You were right. Guess | was just trying to make a point or 
something. Can you forgive me?' And I'd always say, 'You were stupid. 
| don't want to forgive you. I'm still mad at you.’ then you'd tell me how 
much you liked it when I was feisty, which I knew, so I'd play along and 
pretend | didn't want you to hold me...to touch me...to kiss me, but | 
did. | wanted you to do all of those things and more, Peeta." She could 
feel herself falling asleep and being pulled into the warmth of his arms. 
Hear his heart beating beneath her ear. 


"I knew what you wanted, Katniss." She could hear him talking to him 
now. 


"Peeta!" She saw him standing beneath the oak tree waiting for her. 
"There you are. I've been looking all over for you. Where are you? No 
one will tell me a thing.” 


He held his arms open to her and she ran into them. "Let's not worry 
about that right now." He kissed the top of her head. "We're together 
right now and that's all that matters." 


"Yeah, but | want you with me all the time, Peeta," Katniss pulled back 
and looked into his eyes, "not just when | fall asleep." 


"Katniss, it'll come to you soon enough," he cupped her cheeks in his 
hands. "Until it does, can we please enjoy this time we have 
together?" 


She searched his pleading eyes with hers. "Okay, Peeta." 


"Good," he placed a kiss against her lips. "Sit with me." He leaned his 
back against the trunk of the tree. "Tell me everything. How are you? 
How's the baby?" 


Katniss took her usual position between his legs with her back 
pressed against his chest. "Oh, Peeta, the baby is wondertul...well, 
not wondertul...its heart has been having a little bit of trouble, but 
that's because of me. | need to take better care of myself, but I will, 
don't you worry. I'll be a better mom than | have been." She turned her 
head a little to get a better look at him. "I saw it today, Peeta. | saw the 
baby...saw its heart beating. It was...ah..." she sighed, "...heavenly." 


"| heard," he told her. "You said it had arms and eyelids." 


"You heard me?" She asked him. "I didn't think | was making any 
noise when | was talking." 


"You weren't,” he let out a little chuckle. "That's how come I knew what 
you were saying was meant for me and me alone." He kissed her 
shoulder. "I could feel your message, Katniss." 


"Oh," she let her head fall back against him. "Wrap your arms around 
me, Peeta." 


He quickly obliged. "I've missed my girl," voice strangled with emotion 
against her ear. 


"I've missed you too." She inhaled through her nose and took in the 
scent of cinnamon and dill. It smelled like their house. It smelled like 
Peeta. "I was going to kill myself when I thought the baby was dead." 


"No, Katniss. No." 


"I thought it would be preferable to living without the two of you," she 
confessed, "but now that the baby is alive I'll do everything in my 
power to be a good mother and father Peeta, just like you wanted. 
Even though you're not with me right now, I'll do all I can to..." Katniss 
eyes began to dart from side to side, she could feel something warm 
seeping through her clothes, she inhaled through her nose again and 
this time the scent that filled her nostrils didn't remind her of their 
home in Victor's Village, but the last moments in the arena. She 
looked down at Peeta's arms that were wrapped around her and saw 
the blood pumping out of his arm like a faucet. "Dear God." She 
turned around and faced him. "Peeta." 


"I was hoping we'd have more time, Katniss, but | guess you need to 
go now." 


"Go? Go where?" 
"Back," He was fading away. 


"NO!" Katniss was trying to grab onto his shirt...to hold him there with 
her. "Don't leave me! Where am I going back to?" 


"Back to the arena," Peeta faded away. 


Katniss opened her eyes and began scanning her surroundings. She 
could feel her heart beating uncontrollably, her breathing was ragged. 
‘| don't want to go back,’ she thought to herself, but knew she had no 
choice. As her dream of Peeta faded away her reality invaded. She 
was about to face the memory of the arena again. 


Peeta's eyes flew open; his pulse was pounding as was his head. He 
could've sworn he was just sitting under the oak tree with Katniss. She 
had felt so real. She was telling him all about the baby and its 
progression. He was worried about her though. Something inside of 
him was telling him she was in danger. 'It was a dream, Peeta. A 
dream,' he told himself. His eyes were zipping from one end of the 
room to the other. There were two people in the dark hospital room. A 
doctor and an Avox. He had never seen the female physician before, 
but the Avox was familiar to him, had taken care of him and Katniss at 
the tribute center during the Games. He had to close his eyes. The 
simple act of focusing on something was causing him to want to throw 
up. 'Katniss!' He tried to sit up, but his body felt like it was strapped 
down. 'Oh, Katniss, where are you? What happened?’ He had to 
remember what had happened. He had to figure it out. He had to go 
back... 'To the arena,’ he thought to himself. "You told Katniss to go 
back to the arena. Maybe you need to go back there too.' Peeta took a 
deep breath, forced himself to get control of his racing heart and let 
himself be pulled back into the sweltering, moist jungle heat. 


The Avox stood over Katniss in the dark medical quarters with the 
doctor on the other side of the hospital bed. Katniss couldn't get her 
breathing under control. She tried to focus on the things around her, 
but her thoughts kept going back to the Avox. 'I Know you. | know you. 
Why can't | remember your name? Frigging concussion! Where do | 
know you from? The Capitol. Of course the Capitol, but | know you 
from somewhere else too. Home! You're from District Twelve!’ Katniss 
blew out a deep slow cleansing breath and took the Avox' hand. "Stay 
for a minute." A quick look of panic flashed through the Avox' eyes 
before the redhead nodded. Katniss was probably going to get the 
servant punished for speaking directly to the Avox. She released the 
Avox' hand before closing her eyes. No sense getting the Avox killed. 
A few more deep breaths before doing what Peeta told her to do. It 
was time to head back into the arena. 


The Gamemakers were up to their old tricks again when it came to 
temperature control. The sun may have set, but there was no relief 
when it came to the heat. It was clammy; the kind of hot that made 
your skin feel like it was sticking to itself when you touched it. The 
sweat that dripped from your brow had a tendency to burn your eyes 
from all of the salt you lost and the air was so thick it was like trying to 
breathe through a sheet of wool. 


From the moment Peeta had deciphered Cinna and Portia's code he 
was looking for a sign of the "rescue mission" and Beetee's plan to kill 
the Careers was a little too elaborate to knock off two tributes. 
Eliminating the ocean's supply as a source of food was crazy 
considering their group was living off of the stuff and they could've 
easily trapped the Careers another way without the whole 
electrocution angle. No, Peeta was certain this was the rescue plan 
Cinna and Portia had told him about. He was excited that the rebels 
were coming for them, but there were a few things he wasn't too 
thrilled about. One, he didn't have all the details and two; they wanted 
him and Katniss to split up. He wasn't too sure what the purpose of 
that was, but whatever the reasoning, he wasn't about to put Katniss 
and the baby in danger. When Peeta heard Katniss say she didn't like 
the fact that the rest of their group was putting banana nut's life at risk, 
his heart swelled with joy. She really had fallen in love with their baby 
and was referring to it by the nickname he had given it. The name 
banana nut might be silly to some, but to Peeta it was his child's 
name...for now at least. Given to their baby out of love and the only 
thing they could call the baby except for "it" and he wasn't crazy about 
calling their baby "it." So hearing Katniss use the name banana nut so 
freely caused Peeta's heart to swell and he fell in love with her that 
much more when she used their term of endearment for their child so 
freely. 


No one in their right mind would dream of fighting Katniss when it 
came to protecting her little banana nut. If any of these people thought 
they could tell her or Peeta they were going to put their little one at risk 
because they thought it was the best thing for their plan, rebels or not, 
Katniss would shoot them all through the eye. She'd kill them all 
before they'd reach their weapons. As Katniss and Peeta were 
heading back towards their allies her mind was reeling. 'You people do 
not want to test me. Try. Just try and tell me and Peeta that | have to 
get close to a body of water that Beetee's going to electrocute and 
you'll see how well that goes over. Ever swallow an arrow Johanna? 
Don't think it'll go too well with that District Seven bread. Peeta thinks 
you three are going to help get us out of this arena, and that might be 
the case, he thinks you're going to protect me Finnick, which could be 
true, but I'm telling all of you, I'll kill you dead before | let you think 
about hurting our baby. You even twitch an eye at my stomach and 
you'll be tasting the tip of my arrow. ' 


Peeta knew Finnick wouldn't endanger their baby. He knew that 
Katniss would be safe at the lightning tree with him. Too bad Johanna 
just about blew a gasket over Finnick's decision of keeping Katniss 
there with him. 


Katniss couldn't really say she was shocked when Finnick voted in 
favor of her staying back, but she was pleasantly surprised when 
Beetee changed his vote to go with the majority. Peeta had been right 
about these people. They were there to save them. This plan of 
Beetee's was so important that they were doing what Peeta wanted, 
not the man that came up with the plan. 


"Say your farewells. I'm sure we're running behind schedule. Beetee, 
you better get up that tree." Finnick firmly held onto a trident and 
walked a few feet away from Katniss and Peeta with Johanna by his 
side. 


"I love you." Katniss had to blow out a huge breath of air to try and get 
a handle on her rapidly shaking composure. 


"I love you too. So much. So..." Peeta cupped her cheeks in his 
hands...placed kisses everywhere along her face, "....so much, 
Katniss. Be careful. Stay with Finnick." He couldn't stop kissing her. 
"He'll take care of you." 


"/ will." She couldn't believe she was letting him go. 'My God,' she 
thought to herself as she delved into his eyes, 'you could die.' 
"Peeta?" She tried to be strong, but the alligator tears threatening to 
fall were betraying her. "We don't have to do this." 


"Yes," he kissed the tip of her nose, "We do." From the moment Effie 
called out Prim's name last year and Katniss volunteered to take her 
place in the Games, Peeta's main goal in life was to ensure Katniss' 
safety. Even now, the prospect of both of them getting out of the arena 
alive meant nothing to him unless Katniss was by his side. She 
was...iS the only thing that had ever mattered to him and trusting her 
welfare to someone else was terrifying. "Geez...I'm scared." 


"Me too." She was biting on her bottom lip now, preventing herself 
from screaming at him, begging him not to leave her there with 
Finnick. Suddenly changing her mind, wanting desperately to go back 
in time and run away with him. 


Peeta saw the fear he felt reflected in her eyes. They needed to find 
the courage they had when Katniss had pulled out that nightlock. "I 
guess we know what we have to do." He brushed his thumb over the 
bridge of her nose thinking, 'Your freckles are still my favorite. 
Freckles...hair then your brain. Oh, Katniss,' His heart ached, 'you are 
the love of my life.' 


"Yeah," she brushed the tears off of his cheeks. Yes, she knew what 
they had to do. It's what they always did when they needed to draw 
strength from each other. To face what life was throwing at them. 
Whether they were being tossed into the arena again or stepping over 
the threshold and starting their lives together as husband and wife, 
this had become more than just a ritual to them. It was their way of 
saying they were of one mind, one heart...one soul and no matter 
what they were about to face, they would face it together...till the end 
of time. 


Peeta felt Katniss' silky braid glide through his fingers as he locked his 
eyes with hers. 'You were five when | fell in love with you,' he always 
thought of the same thing when he made this motion, ‘your hair was in 
two braids instead of...' he mouthed, "One." 


Katniss felt Peeta's heart pounding against the flat of her hand, strong 
and sure. It wasn't just his heart in there, but hers as well, she had 
given it to him a long time ago and it was his for eternity. "Two," her 
lips moved. 


"Three," their mouths moved together before Peeta dropped to his 
knees. Katniss had already been crying, but the second Peeta's hands 
rested against her hips, his thumbs brushed her stomach, his 
forehead lay upon her belly...her head fell slightly back, there was a 
lump in her throat the size of a goose egg and she prayed to an 
unknown entity for the first time in her life, 'Do not let him die. | know | 
have done some terrible things in my lifetime and | am undeserving, 
but he is more than good. Peeta is what this world...what this baby 
needs. Please let him live. Let this baby live. If you allow them to 
survive... promise, once the baby is born, you can take me. | will give 
you my life for theirs. You can take me and I will go, just don't take him 
or our child." She felt the pressure of Peeta's lips against her stomach 
and heard him say, "Daddy loves you...always." 


Peeta felt a teardrop fall onto his head as he lightly touched his nose 
to Katniss' stomach. 'You are the love of my life, Katniss...you both 
are,’ he was thinking of her and the beautiful life they had created 
together. 'Maybe I'll get to meet you one day. | might not though. 
Either way, you will be loved...you are loved. Oh, Katniss,' Peeta 
gulped, ‘My life started the day that elevator broke down in the mines. 
If | don't make it out of here, you make sure you...Damn it, Katniss; | 
don't want you to fall in love with anyone else! | know that makes me 
selfish, but you're mine.' Peeta sniffed loudly and sucked in a breath. 
‘Okay. It's okay. You go ahead and love Gale or...whoever you want, 
but I'd prefer it if it were Gale, because | know he loves you and he'd 
take care of you the way | would. Maybe not the way I would, but 
pretty close. God, | don't want to let you go. Either one of you, but I 
have to. Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit. SHIT!’ He cringed. ‘I'm sorry banana nut, 
daddy didn't mean to swear in front of you.' He blew out a hot breath 
against Katniss' skin. 'Peeta you're stalling,' he thought to himself. He 
dipped the tip of his nose into Katniss' bellybutton, gently kissed her 
just below her navel and whispered loudly, "Daddy loves 
you...always." 


How do you say goodbye to your soul mate? To the one person that is 
literally your better half? The only way you know how. 


The back of Katniss' nose was swollen and hot; the back of her throat 
was threatening to close up. She was making horrible high pitched 
grunts while tears streamed down her face and her nose ran like a 
stream into her mouth. She cupped the sides of Peeta’s head, laced 
her fingers through his feathery blond curls and took as deep of a 
breath as she could. 


Between the gulping and the gasping motions Peeta was making, he 
looked as though he were clucking like a chicken. His blue eyes were 
completely glossed over from the tears that were still flowing, he 


continually licked his upper lip due to his runny nose and he was 
rocking back and forth. Peeta held Katniss' cheeks between the palms 
of his hands and leaned into her. He hoped this wasn't going to be 
their last kiss. 


Katniss wanted to tell him and only him, how much he meant to her. 
Her lips moved, "I love you." 


Time was ticking. He had to go. "I love you," he mouthed back. 
They kept their eyes open. 

‘Seam grey,' he remembered the phrase from their district. 
‘Town blue,' she thought. 


Full, wet lips, met hot, slightly parted ones. The tips of their tongues 
barely touched, but they could taste it...taste everything. All the flavors 
of their emotions were there. Anguish, fear, determination, confidence, 
panic, horror and above all, the pungent essence of love. 


Peeta regretfully pulled away from her, stepped back and dropped his 
arms to his sides. He memorized her, 'Katniss Mellark...my wife...my 
wife and my child. | will keep you with me till the day I die and watch 
over you after my death.' He gave her a nod. 'Time for my girl to set 
this arena on fire,' he turned away from her and swiftly jogged to 
Johanna's side. 


‘One. Two. Three,' Katniss thought to herself after seeing Peeta's 
expression before he left. ‘Don't worry Peeta,' she pulled an arrow out 
of her quiver and nocked it into the bow, ‘I'm ready.' 


Finnick gave her a curious once over, "Everything okay?" 


She faced her ally, ferocity consumed her from the inside out as she 
wiped her nose on the piece of moss Finnick handed her then threw it 
to the side without batting an eye. "Let's do this." 


"Good," he jutted his chin forward. "You watch those two sides, I'll 
watch these." They stood with their backs facing each other and 
Beetee above them in the lightning tree while Peeta and Johanna 
headed downhill towards the sea. 


Johanna had started off holding Beetee's coil of wire then handed it off 
to Peeta who quickly figured out if he stuck his fingers in the ends of 
the roll it would easily unravel behind him while he ran. Making his 
way towards the beach would be a lot easier without Johanna to worry 
about, pretty much because she was slowing him down and also 
because he wanted to keep the woman safe. He wanted to keep all of 
his friends safe. 'You can do this, Peeta,' He told himself as he 
sprinted ahead of the woman and left her in his dust. 


"Hey! Wait up!" Johanna called out from behind him. 


"Stay back, Johanna. Stay on dry land. I'll keep you safe!" He yelled 
over his shoulder. 'Yeah, he could keep her safe. That's what he was 
there for, wasn't it? To keep the people of the districts safe?' 


"PEETA!" He could hear Johanna bellowing from behind him, but it 
only encouraged him to push himself that much harder. 


'! wonder how you'd feel about this, Katniss? Knowing that I'm risking 
myself for the woman that calls me cinnamon buns.' There was 
something wrong with the wire. Peeta glance behind him and saw that 
it had gone lax then quickly looked down and noticed the loose gold 
string quickly tangling between his feet. "Son of a..." he tried to free 
the wire that was caught around his prosthetic, but fell face first 
against the ground that bordered the jungle and the beach. Dropping 


the roll, he reached for his knife, ready to cut himself to freedom, 
stopping himself, thinking they might still need Beetee’s weapon and it 
would be useless if it were shredded to pieces. He stabbed the tip of 
his blade into the sand, working his fingers on the delicate knots. 
"Johanna, | can't get the UGH!" Her knee caught him in the stomach 
by surprise knocking the wind out of him as she pounced, both hands 
pushing him flat on his back. 


She yanked his knife from the earth and plunged it deep into his left 

arm. "Stay down, Peeta," Johanna's voice was low and urgent. "For 

Christ sake, stay down." She was digging the tip of the blade into his 
arm in search of something. 


"Arrrrrrgh," Peeta was struggling to catch his breath, felt Johanna's 
knees digging into his upper arms, pinning him to the ground. The 
bottom half of his body was flopping around like a fish causing his legs 
to get further tangled in the wire. Johanna's knee slipped into his 
armpit and he reached up with his right hand, dug his fingers deep into 
the root of her scalp and pulled as hard as he could trying to rip her 
hair from her head. 


"Remember the first time we met, Peeta?" Johanna had to keep her 
voice down. The knife in her hand was Slipping, cutting things it wasn't 
supposed to cut. "Our conversation? | do. Now trust me and stay still." 


The first time they met was the night he and Katniss were crowned 
victors of the Hunger Games almost a year ago. Peeta let his hand 
drop from her scalp and kept his arm still. It was at the Capitol hideout. 
That was the night he was brought into the rebellion. He let his eyes 
drift to the spot on his arm Johanna was working the tip of the knife 
into. 'The tracker,' he realized. 'She's removing my tracker.' "Katniss!" 
He yelled out to her. "Katniss!" She needed to get hers out too. 


Johanna bent down and whispered in Peeta's ear, "Finnick's taking 
care of hers. Got it," Johanna yanked it from Peeta's arm and he could 
feel something rip from inside of his flesh. "It's been a real blast, 
cinnamon buns. Now stay here till | draw the attention away from you.' 
Peeta felt his knife being placed in his wounded hand and heard the 
sound of the Careers in the background then Johanna's voice once 
she was a few yards away. "You son of a bitch! BASTARD! You're 
dead Peeta! DEAD! DO YOU HEAR ME TWELVE? I'M COMING FOR 
YOU!" Peeta had no doubt that Johanna was making enough noise to 
lure the Careers away from him as well as doing something with his 
tracker so the Capitol would have no clue where he was. 


' 


He waited a minute before trying to stand up though he thought it 
might have been too long when he saw how much blood he was 
losing. Johanna must've cut something important in there without 
knowing it. He reached for his knife so he could cut down some moss 
and a piece of vine to wrap around his arm as a bandage, but he was 
a bit too lightheaded. 'You've got to do this,' he told himself. 'For 
Katniss.' "Katniss," he whispered. "Katniss," he said her name a little 
louder. He grabbed a hold of the knife, let his arms sprawl out to the 
side, counted backwards from ten, not realizing that the golden sand 
next to him was getting stained red, before forcing himself to his feet 
and screaming at the top of his lungs, "KATNISS!" 


Katniss paced around the lightning tree, waiting...wondering...hoping 
and fighting off the horrible feeling that lurked within her. "What the 
hell is taking Beetee so long?" She spoke to Finnick over her 
shoulder. "He needs to get out of that tree before the lightning hits or 
he's going to get fried." 


"Yeah, | know." Finnick called up to the man. "Beetee, you almost 
done with that thing?" 


"Almost. The wire is caught on something." Beetee hollered down to 
them. "Finnick, perhaps you should go take a look." 


Finnick nodded his head and took off running down the hill without 
saying two words to Katniss. 'Now what the hell is that all about?’ She 
wondered. 'Peeta said he wouldn't leave my side, yet he's running like 
a bat out of hell away from me.' Katniss followed Finnick's trail with 
catlike stalking prowess, not making a sound and watched him as he 
took out his knife and cut the wire Peeta and Johanna were leading to 
the ocean. "What the hell are you doing?" An arrow was aimed at 
Finnick's heart. "Peeta said | could trust you. He said you wouldn't kill 
me." It was the one and only reason Finnick Odair was still breathing. 


"Katniss," Finnick practically jumped out of his skin, "you can trust me. 
| swear to you, l'm not going to hurt you." 


"Then why did you do that," she motioned towards the cut wire with 
her chin. 


"Because l'm trying to save you...both of you." He slid the knife back 
into his belt and lifted both of his hands into the air. "I'm unarmed, 
Katniss. I'll hand you all of my weapons if you want me to, though I'd 
rather not be defenseless against the Careers." 


"I thought this wire was supposed to kill them anyway. Why would you 
need your weapons if this wire was supposed to kill them?" She asked 
through narrow eyes. 


"Please Katniss, you have to trust me." Finnick begged her. 


A loud and quick zap sounded from above the lightning tree. "Beetee!" 
Katniss and Finnick raced towards the last place they had seen the 
man. "Where is he?" They searched all around the tree. "Do you see 
him?" 


"No," Finnick's head was flying from side to side as he called out, 
"Beetee! Beetee!" 


Katniss had a choice to make. Peeta said this plan had nothing to do 
with killing the Careers, maybe that's why Finnick had to cut the wire. 
"Want me to trust you?" Peeta trusted Finnick, but Katniss needed the 
man to earn hers. "Spot me." 


"Peeta wouldn't want you to climb that tree, Katniss. It's too high," 
Finnick's face showed concern for her, not for what she might find up 
there. "It's almost lightning time!" 


"Spot me!" She flung her weapon over her shoulder, scrambled up the 
tree like a squirrel and found evidence of Beetee's plan, but not the 
man himself. Two branches were wrapped with the gold wire. One 
was haphazardly coiled with the stuff and the wire led towards the 
ocean. That was the one Finnick had cut. The other was carefully 
woven around a branch; a piece of wire led from the branch into the 
center of the tree and was hidden by a leaf. Katniss lifted the leaf and 
saw a square shaped box hollowed out inside of the tree. It reminded 
her of the silver box in the basement of her house in Victor's Village. 
Peeta called it an electrical conduction unit. It controlled everything 
that worked with electricity in their home. Katniss took about ten 
seconds to look at the miniature version of the unit and saw the tiny 
magnet that was now gold in color, resembling a thicker version of the 
wire, and all the lines inside of the box that had been stripped of their 
rubber housing and their wiring exposed, stuck to the golden magnet 
which Katniss now believed was more than just a magnet. Her eyes 
followed the longer gold line that led from the branch down towards 
the jungle and into a cluster of trees. She squinted and did a visual 
search then her sight landed on a figure lying right at the edge of the 
beach. "PEETA!" She slammed the leaf back onto the box and 
practically slid all the way down the tree. 


Katniss feet hit the ground, her hands reached for her bow and arrow 
as Finnick said with concern in his voice. "What's going on? Did you 
see Beetee?" 


"No," she was shaking her head back and forth. "But we need to go. 
Now!" 


"Why?" Finnick was chasing after her. 


"There's trouble down at the beach." She wove through the trees, 
making her way through the hanging vines and thick tropical terrain. 


"What..." Finnick got smacked in the face with a branch from one of 
the palm trees. "What kind of trouble." 


"Peeta." Katniss jumped over a large root and narrowed in on her 
targeted area. "I..." Simply saying it out loud turned her blood to ice. "I 
think he's dying." 


From behind her she could hear determination in Finnick's voice, "Not 
if | can help it." The next thing she knew her ally was no longer 
running clumsily behind her, but keeping pace alongside of her. 
"Listen. Do you hear that?" 


It was Peeta. "Peeta?" Katniss could hear him calling out to her. 
"Peeta!" She ran further downhill screaming to him. "I'm here Peeta! 
I'm here!" Not caring in the least who heard her beckoning for him. 
She'd kill whoever came between her and her husband without batting 
an eye. 


The sound of Katniss' voice was all Peeta needed as a source of 
motivation. When he had forced himself to stand he wasn't quite sure 
what to do. He thought about using his shirt to staunch the blood flow 
from his arm, but taking it off would probably cause more harm than 


good. 'Think like a healer. What would Prim do? Hell, what would 
Katniss do? She's the one that's saved his life in the arena before. 
Come on girls. What do I do?' He asked himself. Searching the jungle 
with his eyes he found the moss that Katniss had used as a bandage 
for Beetee's wound and sliced a good portion of it off along with some 
vines. Padding his arm the best he could with one hand, Peeta 
wrapped the vines around it and used his free hand and his teeth to tie 
it into place. "Katniss!" He lifted his foot, to find it unmoving. 'The wire.’ 
Slicing himself free from his tangled web, he began to stumble 
towards the sound of her voice, using many of the trees that 
surrounded him as leverage. "Katniss! KATNISS!" 


"Peeta! Where are you?" Katniss could hear him, she could feel him 
near, but she couldn't see him. "Dear God, Peeta," she said to herself, 
"stop calling for me. They'll hear you. I'll find you." She stopped racing 
around and tried to use her hunter's senses. 


"What are you doing?" Finnick stared at her as though she had lost 
her mind. 


"Shut up!" Katniss closed her eyes and listened carefully. "Stay still. 
Don't move. Don't breathe." There was no wind. It was a still, muggy, 
hot dense night. They might as well have been standing in the middle 
of a thick bowl of greasy gelatin. There were grunting sounds...a man 
and a woman metal against metal coming from the ocean. 'Peeta?’ 
Katniss quickly dismissed the idea. 'That's not your voice.’ 
Crunching...a branch being stepped on...not by an animal...by a 
human. A soft moan...like a wounded animal... 


"Katniss! Katniss!" Peeta was calling to her. 


Katniss' eyes flew open, her bow and arrow was held out in front of 
her, ready to kill whatever crossed her path, though the way it was 
shaking, she wasn't sure if she'd hit her target, let alone kill it. "Peeta!" 


The shaking in her voice put her bow to shame. "Peeta!" She whipped 
her head towards the side of the jungle where the crunching came 
from. "This way." 


"You sure?" Finnick asked her. 
"Yes. He's out there and he's hurt." 


"How do you know it's a he?" Finnick followed her through the trees. 
"It could be Johanna." 


"It's not Johanna!" Katniss could hear the moaning getting louder and 
headed towards it. "Come on!" 


Finnick could hear it too; "I think it's coming from this waaaa" he 
tripped over Beetee's prone form. "Beetee." 


"Beetee," Katniss knelt down next to the seriously injured man. "Who 
did this to you?" She quickly examined his wound, applying pressure 
to it. All she got in reply was a moan. "Finnick, you'll need to keep your 
hand pressed hard against..." 


"I'm not a healer Katniss," Finnick stood up and turned his head 
towards the sound of Peeta's cry. 


"Katniss! Katni..." 


Katniss jumped to her feet. "I have to find him. Now! He's hurt and l'm 
not staying here while he's out there!" 


"l'll find him." Finnick put his hands on her shoulders and stared her in 
the eyes. "I promise you, I'll find him Katniss. You stay here and take 
care of Beetee." 


How was she supposed to put her trust into this man? Only minutes 
ago she was pointing an arrow at his heart. The only reason he's alive 
is because Peeta trusted him. 'I trust him, Katniss,' she could hear 
Peeta's voice in her head. 'I trust him.' 


"You've got five minutes." Katniss unwillingly went back to her patient. 
"If you're not back, I'm looking for him." She ripped down a handful of 
moss and pressed it against Beetee's wound. "Leave!" she snapped. 
"Clock's ticking!" 


The earth appeared to be coming up to meet him as Peeta followed 
the sound of Katniss' voice. The moss he had wrapped around his 
arm was Saturated with blood which was now dripping down his arm, 
hands and fingers, leaving a very obvious trail to him. "Katniss! 
Katni..." his voice gave out as did his legs. Peeta fell to his knees as 
the arena started to fade away. His face hit the dirt, his eyelids 
fluttered closed. Shortly after his head began to bob up and down and 
then he hit the ground again. ‘I'm here, Katniss,' his heart called out to 
her. 'I love you...love our baby.' He let his eyes drift open when he 
heard the sound of the cannon fire and could've sworn he saw 
Finnick, but it must've been a figment of his imagination. "Don't you 
worry. Finnick will get you out of here and when he does, you'll take 
good care of our little one even if it isn't with me by your side. God, 
Katniss, | really wanted it to be with me. Is it selfish of me to be 
jealous of Gale right now? I'm dying Katniss. | don't want to die. | 
entered this arena thinking | was going to and now all | want to do is 
live...| want to live...for you...for our baby. Have that life you talked 
about...be a family. We could do that you know? We'd be a great 
family." His eyes were getting heavy. "How many kids should we 
have?" He let himself live his last minutes in a fantasy world where life 
was good...more than good, it was miraculous. "You probably wouldn't 
want more than just banana nut, but | want more. I'd fill our house up if 
| could. You know, | probably could fill our house up with kids, but I 


don't think you'd be too keen on spending the next decade barefoot 
and pregnant so...how about four?" He could hear her complaining 
about the amount of kids he suggested. 


"FOUR? No way!" 


"Glad | didn't suggest eight like | wanted," his eyes were closed as his 
lips lifted in a tiny grin. 


"I'll agree to three." There was her voice again. Oh, how he wished it 
were real. 


"Three's a terrible number. Middle child and all..." He could feel her 
presence. She was saying something to him, but he didn't know what. 
‘My God,' he thought, 'She's here. She's actually in front of me.' 


"If we live through this, I'll have four kids...I'll have eight kids...I'll have 
as many as you want Peeta Mellark, as long as I can raise them with 
you," Katniss stared into his listless eyes, meaning every word, hoping 
it would give him some incentive. 


"It'll be okay, Katniss. We're together now," he whispered hoarsely to 
her, his pulse pounding at the mere sight of her, causing his blood to 
flow freely. 


She fumbled with his makeshift bandage wrapped around his arm, 
trying to tighten the now slippery vines. It was a lost cause. Did she 
say it for his benefit...for hers or for both of them, she'd never know, 
but she forced herself to believe it. "We're getting out of here, Peeta. 
You'll see." Her dainty fingertips skimmed across his pale white cheek, 
longing to feel the smooth skin that had brushed against hers in the 
most intimate moments of her life. The micro fine hairs on the back of 
her neck stood on edge, ice water ran through her veins and Katniss' 
bright, silver eyes turned a pale shade of gray at the contrast of colors 


before her. Peeta's striking white skin with vivid red streaks of blood in 
the shape of her fingers smeared across his face. "Peeta..." She had 
to get him out of there before it was too late. She needed to end this 
madness. 


Peeta had to get things back on track before they missed their 
opportunity to get out of the arena. Beetee's plan was supposed to 
include the lightning bolt. There was no way for them to get out of the 
arena since there was a force field around them. 'The force field!' 
Peeta finally realized the extent of Beetee's plan. He was going to get 
rid of the force field. 'But how?' He asked himself. He saw it...Beetee's 
knife lying to his side with the gold wire wrapped around it and 
remembered Katniss telling him she could see the force field. Beetee 
and Wiress had told her how during training. ‘That's why they needed 
Nuts and Volts. To get rid of the force field...because they were the 
only ones that could see it. No,' he corrected himself, 'not the only 
ones.' He looked at Katniss and tried to send her a message, hoped to 
God she'd understand the hidden meaning. "It's almost midnight." 


Katniss could hear Peeta telling him clear as day that it was almost 
time to complete the rebel's escape plan. "What...l'’m not sure what to 
do?" 


"You know what to do, Katniss.” Peeta could've pushed the wire 
towards Katniss instead he pushed Beetee's knife towards her, telling 
her, 'Beetee was looking for something up there...something 
particular. Something only you can see now.' 


Katniss stared at Beetee's knife, saw the gold wire and listened 
intently to the voices in her head leading her to the decision that would 
either save or kill them all. She cleared her mind of all distractions. 
Finnick screaming out Johanna's name...gone. 'You've got this 
Katniss.' Night creature noises...gone. 'You've shot thousands of 


arrows in your lifetime. This is just one more. Pretend you're shooting 
at the Gamemakers.' The pounding of her pulse in her ears...gone. 
‘The first time you shot at them you missed.' There was only one thing 
she heard. 


"Shoot straight, Katniss," Peeta whispered from his position on the 
ground below her. 


‘| love you Peeta Mellark.' The words he had spoken to her a year 
ago...a lifetime ago, was exactly what she had needed to hear, and 
like the apple in the Gamemakers' roasted pig's mouth, the arrow hit 
the center of its target just as the lightning hit the tree. 


Watching the silver bolt streak across the black sky reminded Peeta of 
watching a hot glass crack when something ice cold was placed inside 
of it. It would start at the base and then fork out into separate 
branches. The main crack hit the towering tree, the gold wire 
illuminated...electrified the dome of the arena and light showered 
down upon them, a snowfall of dazzling white sparks. For a brief 
second he could see Katniss surrounded by a radiant white light, feel 
her body pressing against his own. All he wanted to do was hold 
her...tell her he loved her one last time, but he had no energy. 'I love 
you, Katniss,' he was hoping she could read his thoughts, feel 
everything he was feeling. 'l've loved you my whole life long. I'll always 
love you.' 


"Peeta," Katniss felt his blood seeping through her flimsy 
undergarments. "I have to check your wound before you bleed out." 
She felt his fingers slipping from her back, his hands slowly sliding off 
of her and she knew he was losing consciousness. "Don't you leave 
me, Peeta! Stay with me," she spoke in his ear, forcing herself to keep 
a steady voice, doing a poor job of it. "Stay with me." 


Peeta looked up to the dark sky and saw the bright lights slowly fading 
away and darkness taking its place. A moon...some Stars... Katniss 
had done it. She had set them free from the Gamemakers' trap. Even 
if the rebels couldn't get to them, she could still make a run for it and 
get out of the arena. Finnick could get her tracker out of her arm and 
they could get away. 


Katniss could feel his arms sliding off of her body, his heart rate 
slowing down beneath her own. "Stay with me!" 


"Always." He closed his eyes in the hopes that she would remember 
what he told her the night before when they were sitting on the beach 
and he had given her the locket for the baby. 


"No. No!" Katniss pushed herself up, searched his belt for his knife 
then proceeded to cut the vines off of his arm to inspect the gash in 
his arm. "What the hell?" It was remarkably close to the same injury as 
Beetee's with the exception of one thing. Peeta's cut was deeper and 
looked like it nicked a very important vein. With each beat of his heart 
blood pumped out of the cut, each beat a little less blood. Katniss 
reached inside of the wound, knowing she had to keep it clamped or 
he'd die in minutes. Since hoping on board the tribute train she had 
been an emotional wreck. Crying over the stupidest things. But 
Katniss Mellark, expectant mother wasn't sitting alongside of Peeta at 
that moment in time. Katniss Everdeen, Girl on Fire was. "Okay. | 
Need to get this stitched up somehow," she began talking out loud to 
Peeta regardless of the fact that he couldn't hear her. "| need a needle 
and thread...where am | going to get that out here? And | don't have 
long either...hAmmm...any ideas?" Her eyes began to scan her 
surroundings; her fingers were getting slick and slippery with his blood 
as she held on tight to his vein preventing the blood from escaping 
when a thought hit her. "Mags! Mags made a fish hook and line out of 
my hair while we were in training. | mean...my hair's not the most 


sanitary option, but it's better than nothing." She looked down at 
Peeta's unconscious form and asked, "What do you think?" Of course, 
he said nothing. "Good. We've got that part covered. Now all we need 
is something to stitch you up with. If Finnick were around we could ask 
him to help out. He's a fisherman. | bet he'd know what we could use." 
Her face contorted. "Think | could tie some of this electrical wire 
around your vein and use it like an internal tourniquet? That might 
wor..." Her ears perked up when she heard heavy footfalls. "Shhh," 
she held Peeta's knife in her free hand. "It could be a Career," she 
whispered to Peeta. 


"Katniss! Peeta!" It was a Career. Finnick Odair called out at the top of 
his lungs in search of them. "Katni..." 


"Finnick!" She turned to Peeta. "See Peeta. Help's here. Finnick, we're 
over here!" 


"Katniss!" Finnick came up to them lugging a semi-conscious Johanna 
with him. "How's he doing?" 


"Not good. | need to stitch him up, but I don't have a needle. Can you 
make one? Like a flat fish hook?" Katniss asked. 


"We don't have time, Katniss. We have to get your tracker out before 
they get here," Finnick reached for the hand that was holding Peeta's 
vein. 


"NO! If I let go he'll die," her eyes filled with fear. "I can't let go, 
Finnick." 


"You have to or we'll all die. Is that what you want?" Finnick appeared 
to be crazed. "We're running out of time now, Katniss. There's literally 
seconds until Haymitch and Plutarch get here and minutes until the 


Capitol does too, so please...I'm begging you...for all of our 
sakes...don't argue! | need to cut your tracker out now!" 


"l'Il take care of Peeta," Johanna slowly blinked. "Tell me what to do 
and I'll do it," she said to Katniss. 


"Slip your fingers into the cut next to mine," Katniss ordered her. "Slide 
your thumb and index finger across the vein until they're right next to 
mine and then pinch the spot that I'm pinching. Do not let go Johanna. 
You cannot let go. If you feel something leaking out, that means you 
aren't clamping that spot tight enough." 


"Got it." Johanna quickly did what Katniss told her. 


"Give me the knife," Katniss took it from Finnick's hand and slid it into 
her own skin...cringing slightly...gritting her teeth...not 
screaming...her only concern was getting the tracker out of her arm 
and then getting Peeta to safety. "Where the hell is this thing?" She 
glanced at Finnick's arm and tried to remember Beetee's wound, it 
was obvious to her now that he had inflicted his own injury and 
removed the Capitol's device. 


"It should be about a half an inch under the skin," Finnick answered. 


"Peeta's was deeper," Johanna said squeezing her eyes and giving 
her head a little shake, looking like she was trying to ward off a 
headache. "I really had to dig that thing out." 


"You did that to him?" Katniss was furious. "He's almost dead you 
know?" 


"Yeah, well, we're all going to be dead if you don't get that damn 
tracker out of your arm so shut up and start digging it out!" Johanna 


countered with viciousness in her voice, a contradiction to the haze 
that still lingered in her eyes. 


"/...ugh..." the tip of the blade was deep inside of her flesh and 
threatening to do serious damage to her. "If | go any deeper with this 
knife I'm going to wind up like Peeta...maybe worse." Katniss held 
Finnick's worried gaze with her own. "The second I pull the tracker 
out, you're going to have to try and get a hold of the vein they shot the 
tracker below." 


"How do you know it's below a vein?" Finnick asked in a childlike tone. 
"It could be anywhere. Like...like..." 


"It...it's there," the sound of Peeta's voice took all of them by surprise. 
"They put it there in case we tried to remove them," he whispered 
hoarsely, "assuming that Katniss and | would die, but they didn't know 
my wife really is a remarkable healer." 


The sounds around her faded into darkness and all Katniss could hear 
was the calm of Peeta's voice. "About time you came to. | was sick 
and tired of talking to myself like a lunatic." She turned to Finnick. 
"Depending on the damage I do we've got a matter of minutes or 
seconds before I'm dead, so get ready." She gave Finnick a little nod 
of encouragement. 


"Finnick," the startlingly handsome victor turned towards Peeta. "Don't 
forget what you promised me last night." Peeta was counting on 
Finnick's promise to make sure Katniss left this arena alive no matter 
what. He received a nod and saw Finnick swallow then turn his head 
towards Katniss to watch and help. 


"You may have to take over Finnick," Katniss was swallowing mouth 
after mouth full of saliva. "Pull the tracker out for me. Don't...really 
think..." she was getting short of breath; her loss of blood was 


beginning to make her lightheaded. "You...get...it...out." Her chin 
dropped against her chest as she felt....heard the sound of the tracker 
being ripped from her flesh. It reminded her of the man Finnick had 
killed for her at the Cornucopia on the first day in the arena, the 
sounds his body had made from the trident being pulled from his 
lifeless body. Finnick's fingers were fumbling, almost sliding around 
the inside of her arm. "Stop...the bleeding...Finnick," she urged him 
as forcefully as she could, but with each beat of her heart she could 
feel the life being drained from her. There was only one thing...only 
one comforting thought helping her get through this. If she was going 
to die, at least she and Peeta would go together. Neither one of them 
would have to be put through the hell of living without the other. 


"There," Finnick called out. He threw Katniss' tracker as far away from 
them as he possibly could. "Think I've got it?" 


"Don't ask me brainless. | don't even know if I'm still holding onto 
his...whatever the hell l'm supposed to be holding onto." Johanna said 
to Finnick. "Where they hell are they? Shouldn't they have been here 
by..." 


They leaves on the trees began to rustle. The wind grew forceful and 
strong. "I had to get rid of her tracker!" Finnick called out. 


"Well, it's gone now." Johanna and Finnick lifted their eyes to the 
hovercraft. "Think they'll take him or her first?" Johanna asked. 


"She's going first," Finnick answered. "She has to." 


Peeta reached for Katniss' hand with his free one. "Time to go," he 
mouthed. 


"| hate leaving you here...even for a second," Katniss mouthed back, 
her weak, blood covered fingers entwined with his. Normally she'd 


fight him, try to make him go first, but their child went before either one 
of them and right now it was taking up residency within her. 


"Come on Peeta," Johanna did her best to try and get him up to his 
feet. "We've got to move you or that claw won't be able to pick her up. 


"Okay," he spoke as loudly as he could, but it was barely above a 
whisper. Peeta's focus was back on Katniss. "I'll be right behind you." 
He dragged his fingers out of her clutch. 


She took in a sharp breath of air the second she felt how empty and 
cold her hand had become when Peeta’'s let go. "Stay with me,” 
Katniss couldn't get any sound out. 


"Always," Peeta was on his feet now, sliding them backwards. 
Johanna held onto him for dear life. How she did it, he'd never know. 
He didn't even remember getting up from the ground, only that he 
watched as the claw picked up both Finnick and Katniss at the same 
time with part of Beetee's belt getting hooked onto something and his 
frail body dangling, limply from the claw like a piece of seaweed at the 
end of a fishing line. They had no clue if the man was dead or alive. 


Katniss could hear Finnick yelling at whoever was onboard the 
hovercraft to hurry up and send the claw back down. Peeta didn't have 
enough strength for the ladder, but they didn't have time for that. The 
ladder was already on its way down before the claw had even made it 
inside of the flying machine. She was screaming, fighting with 
whoever was in her vicinity that she wanted to wait for Peeta. Heard a 
voice ask to give her a sedative, but was told it wasn't the best thing to 
do in her condition. Felt her arm being forced down to her side and a 
soft female voice explaining to her that she was getting a temporary fix 
for her injury that would enable her to wait for Peeta, but only if 
Katniss would stop fighting everyone. "Okay," Katniss answered the 
doctor, who seemed to be the only person on her side. "I won't fight. 


Please...just...please..." Katniss peered out the large hole the in floor 
of the hovercraft and watched as Peeta and Johanna stumbled 
towards the ladder. "Come on, Peeta. Come on. Just get to the damn 
ladder!" 


"I'm not sure if I'm going to make it, Johanna." Peeta could feel his 
legs buckling. "But I'll die trying." The ladder was only a few feet 
ahead. 


"Peeta, | can't let go of this thing in your arm. Katniss said you could 
die if | did and I think I actually believe her so you're going to have to 
grab the rung and hold on tight. Think you can do that?" Johanna 
asked with the most hope Peeta had ever heard in her voice. 


"Told you I'd die trying." Peeta looked up at the ladder; it hadn't quite 
reached the ground yet, and threw his right hand up. He grabbed onto 
it and saw Katniss waiting for him at the top. 


"He's got it!" She screamed out. "Turn on the current! Freeze him in 
place!" 


In the back of his mind he could hear Prim's voice ask him on that 
fateful winter's day... 


"You're right handed, aren't you Peeta?” 


The day the new Head took a whip to his hand and Peeta lost all 
sensations in his fingers. Life was suddenly moving in slow motion as 
the first two fingers of his hand slipped off the rung of the ladder, 
quickly followed by his ring finger and pinky. Peeta heard the electrical 
current turning on about a second too late, but Katniss' screams would 
Stay with him forever. 


"Peeta!" 


"l'll stay with you, Katniss." He and Johanna lay on their backs, she 
had lost her grip on his vein, but it no longer mattered. The hovercraft 
was out of sight and another had quickly taken its place. Peeta closed 
his eyes and spoke to her in his mind. 'If you talk to me, I'll listen. If 
you need me. I'll be there. My love will always protect you...both of 
you. | told you a long time ago, | would never leave you and I won't. 
I'm with you right now. All you have to do is let yourself feel me and 
you'll know I never left...1 never will. I'll stay with you.' He opened up 
his eyes to see the claw reaching for him and Johanna. "Always, 
Katniss. Always." 


Katniss began pounding on the floor of the metal hovercraft. 
"PEEEETA!" The miniature device the doctor locked onto her forearm 
staunching the blood flow was knocked out of place as Katniss 
practically threw herself back into the arena. 


"We have to go back!" Finnick was screaming as the sight of the 
jungle got further and further away from them. 


"PEETA! Peeta!" Katniss fought with everyone around her until finally 
she ran towards the hole in the floor, which was quickly closing up. 
She was tossed back, flung into the side of the hovercraft, hitting her 
head against something metal and now there was blood coming from 
her arm as well as her scalp. The room began to sway. She could 
hear voices, but had no clue who was saying what as the world faded 
away into darkness. 


"....electrical shock! What kind of damage to the baby!?" 
"She's lost a lot of blood. | don't know if | can save them both." 


"Save them both! You don't then you might as well let them both die! 
That's all she's got left!" 


"I tried, Katniss. | begged them to turn around, but they wouldn't." 


"We'll be arriving in Thirteen soon, sweetheart. AS soon as we can 
work up a rescue plan, we'll get him out. We'll get Peeta and Effie out 
of there." 


'Peeta,' Katniss sighed as she lay in a hospital bed thinking about a 
bloody, lifeless Peeta. 'Are you okay? | talk to you everyday and | 
swear the people around here think I'm insane. Of course it's only 
been three days so... | guess they can't classify me as insane until | 
reach the one week mark of talking to myself.’ She rolled onto her 
back and rubbed her fingers under her navel. "I don't know who to 
trust out here Peeta," her silent conversation with him began. "There's 
Finnick, but he's crazier than | am. Always crying...sobbing really. I'd 
feel bad for the guy, but I've got enough of my own problems. 
Haymitch...| don't know what's going on with him. | talk about getting 
you out of the Capitol and all he wants to do is break out Effie. | love 
Effie, | do. God knows you do too, but what the hell has Effie Trinket 
done that's so life threatening? | tried to sneak into one of their stupid 
meetings while we were on the hovercraft and she was all they were 
talking about. She had found out some information about something... 
| don't know about what, but they said they could hear her and then 
they said they were going to Twelve. How could they hear Effie and 
why would they go to Twelve? See what | mean? | don't know who to 
trust. No one has told me a thing...or you for that matter. | know for a 
fact they never let you in on half this stuff. We wondered about 
Thirteen. ..if it existed... It does and I'm here. Okay...we knew it 
existed, but not because they told us, because Effie told us and 
Haymitch still doesn't know that | knew about this place. | didn't know 
it was underground, but how am | supposed to trust him? God I'm glad 
Effie did what she did to Plutarch. You know Peeta, we thought we 
were part of this rebellion, thought we had an idea of what was going 
on, but we didn't. | don't think we ever did. | think they told us just 


enough to keep us involved and kept the important information to 
themselves. Why didn't they tell us about the rescue sooner? The 
others knew, why didn't we?" Katniss rolled back onto her side. "You 
don't want to hear about that though. You want to hear about banana 
nut, don't you? The baby's okay for now. | lost a lot of blood and 
there's the whole concussion thing...and don't start with me about 
bringing it on myself because | can just hear you saying that." Katniss 
let out a soft sigh as she imagined the sound of Peeta's voice telling 
her if she hadn't tried to jump out of the hovercraft she'd never have 
suffered a concussion. "| miss you." She could feel the tears burning 
the back of her eyes, her throat closing up, signs that it was time to 
end the talk that kept her sane, even if everyone thought it was a sign 
of insanity. "Are you okay, Peeta? Are you alive? Are you hurt? 
Well...wherever you are | hope you know how much | love you," she 
ran her hand over her stomach; "we love you. Oh, we love you so 
much, Peeta. Come home to us soon." 


Across the country Peeta stood at the edge of a dark stage getting 
ready for his interview with one Caesar Flickerman. "Are you ready, 
Peeta?" Portia asked him. She looked a bit more peaked than usual, 
but who didn't these days, except Peeta of course. 


"As ready as | can be," he answered. 


"Let me just make sure..." Portia walked around him in a circle. "You 
look fabulous. That body polish really put a sparkle on you." 


"Yeah, because that's what | care about," Peeta said sarcastically. "A 
sparkling glow." 


"You may not, but Katniss will." Portia took Peeta's hands in her own. 
"When and if she watches this interview she's going to be looking for 
signs...any signs of injuries and when she sees you looking so 
dapper..." 


Peeta squeezed Portia's hands. "Thanks, Portia." He was humiliated 
by the way he was behaving. "I'm sorry | took my bad mood out on 
you." 


"Okay, Peeta," Caesar stopped next to him and directed him towards 
the chairs in the center of the stage that was now fully lit. "You'll take 
your usual seat and l'Il take mine and...oh," he flapped his hand, "You 
know how it works." 


"Of course, | do. Hell, Caesar," Peeta dropped Portia's hands and 
followed him to the stage, "I still might take your job after all." There 
was a devilish twinkle in Peeta's eyes when he saw the host's 
reaction. He had often wondered if Caesar was like all of the other 
oblivious Capitol residents or Snow's puppet. "Or maybe you're in the 
market for a co-host? What do you think about that?" Peeta watched 
as the man swallowed then played it off. "Snow's puppet,’ Peeta 
thought to himself after hearing Caesar's reply. 


"Well, if you can get the job, | say kudos to you." Caesar pointed 
towards one of three cameras. "We'll only be using this one today 
since this is being prerecorded." 


"No live audience?" Peeta knew why they weren't going to play his 
interview live, they had to save it...play it when they could get the 
most leverage out of it. 


"Shall we get started?" Caesar asked him. 


"Why not?" Peeta was ready for anything. He had thought about this 
since they told him he was going to be doing the interview the night 
before. How should he play it? Should he be full on rebel supporter? 
Stand up for those that were currently out there fighting in the face of 
freedom? Or should he play stupid and claim he knew nothing of the 
rebellion and wasn't quite sure what to think about him and Katniss' 


being used as symbols across their nation? It wasn't until he was 
dragged in for a meeting that morning that Peeta made his decision on 
what to do...how to play the interview. Lights. Camera. Action. 


"What do you think, Mr. President?" Effie Trinket asked from the 
furthest corner of the stage. 


"To be honest, l'm surprised with Peeta's responses to Caesar's 
questions," the President faced Effie. "Tell me, Miss. Trinket. What 
makes you think this will work?" 


With a bit of a lilt in her voice, a conniving grin playing upon her lips 
and an arched brow, Effie replied, "Have you ever been fishing Mr. 
President?" She flattened her gloved fingertips against her chest, "| 
myself have not, but from what | understand, you must have excellent 
bait." She cast her glance in Peeta's direction. 


"I've always left the fishing to the...scourge of District Four, 
however..." President Snow eyed up Peeta as he answered Caesar's 
questions, "...| imagine with bait such as that young man, we're bound 
to have ourselves quite a catch." His blood thirsty smile curled the 
ends of his lips. "You are sheer genius Miss. Trinket. Perhaps we 
should've had you infiltrate the rebellion even sooner." 


"Perhaps," Effie flashed him her trademark smile as they listened to 
the rest of Peeta's interview. 


The End 


Coming soon 


Mockingjay: Broken Wings 


They've set a nation on fire, rekindled their love for one another 
and created a life in the process, yet there's a traitor in the 
rebellion that threatens the success of the uprising. Join Katniss 
and Peeta as they face war, personal tragedy, triumph, loss and 
continue to fight for the one thing that matters to them...love. 


